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PREFACE 


Tongues of Flames and other stories were written while activating 
as a volunteer in EAL and SEN education in England, aiming to 
direct students’ attention towards European and foreign cultures. 
However, the stories appeal to all ages. To make the reading more 
dynamic, several quotes from renowned literary and historical 
works were inserted: Tvistia. Ex Ponto by Publius Ovidius Nasso, 
Thad by Homer, Theogony and Works and Days by Hesiod, Heraclitus. 
The Complete Fragments by William Harris, The Argonautica by 
Apollonius Rhodius, The Wizard of Ox by L. Frank Baum, The New 
Testament, The Old Testament, The Delphic Oracle, Its Responses and 
Operations, nith a Catalogue of Responses by Joseph Eddy Fontenrose, 
Historia Normannorum by Dudo of Saint-Quentin, Chronicle. Kings of 
England. From the Earliest Period to the Reign of King Stephen by 
William of Malmesbury, The Histories by Herodotus, The Voyage of 
Bran, Son of Febal / Imraim Brain Maic Febal, Folklore Christmas 
Carols Lerui ler and Flori de mar. Readers are invited to search 
details about these works in the library or online. This is a fictional 
work. Actions, events, names and characters are the creation of 
the author’s imagination. Any similarity or resemblance to actual 
persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental. 
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‘TONGUES OF FLAMES 


Somewhere on the Flamma planet, the inhabitants had the 
duty to carry a few flames on their bodies, every day and every 
night. Nobody was allowed to disobey this law and terrible 
consequences could be suffered by the imprudent. The authorities 
decided that the flames could have any form and any colour, 
could be placed at sight or hidden, could glow or blaze. The 
Supreme Law of Ignition obliged every flame carrier to report 
monthly to the Flame Verifiers, responsible with assessing the 
intensity of the flames. They had the power to endow the Flamma 
people with the honour of the Flame Bearer, under the oath 
“Flammae et Lucis”. Planet Flamma was to be found in the third 
of the seventh skies, appearing to the Land of the Humans at 
twilight, when the sun set all the sky on fire, pouring boiling, 
luminous lava down on Earth. Humans weren’t aware of this 
planet’s existence, considering it a spectacle of colour and lights, 
offered naturally, in the evening. 

One day, someone woke up, noticing that his flame was 
smoldering, emitting coils of smoke around him. The man tried to 
alert the authorities to announce that, even though he reported 
monthly, his flames were flawed and wanted to file a claim against 
the flames inducer. The fire alarm started to ring, frightening the 
Inefficient Burner, who knew the Flame Verifiers will come to 
investigate. The IB, the Inefficient Burner, risked to be arrested 
and thrown into jail. In a few seconds, he decided he had to 
escape. He knew about the Land of the Humans, situated down 
low. IB hired an Efficient Burner who visited Earth before, to 
guide him all the way. During the night, with his burning flames, 
the Efficient Burner led IB all the way to Earth, leaving him above 
the highest building in a town. IB crawled down the tower, hiding 
his flames under an opaque stratum of silvery metal. In the new 


environment, the smoke disappeared, the blazes have 
strengthened, lighting the way down the tower. IB’s body 
temperature was very high, 99 degrees C, slightly melting the 
windows he rubbed against, while coming down. Even though his 
temperature was incredibly high, IB never sweltered. 

When IB got down, he found the atmosphere bizarre, dark, 
cold and dusty, unbreathable. His short, blond hair had a strange 
glow, as if capturing sunlight. The skin was white, almost paper 
like, while his eyes were glassy blue. Due to his flames, he did not 
feel the chill, adjusting the intensity of flames to the temperature 
of the moment. Walking down a street, IB saw a beggar sleeping 
in a cardboard box, next to a barrel, where a small fire was 
burning. The vagrant smelt badly, of alcohol, puke and dirt, so IB 
rushed away. He arrived on a boulevard, where a secret point of 
communication with the Flamma planet was established. He had 
to announce his mother that he arrived safely and tell her to keep 
silent. If they knew, the Flame Verifiers could come search for 
him on Earth. IB took off the metallic cover, allowing the flames 
to burst in all directions, extending on his neck and aside on his 
face. It was a bouquet of pinkish blue tongues of flames, erupting 
on his left shoulder blade, burning steadily, spreading tremoring 
light around. 

He thrusted the top of the cover into the ground, rotating it 
counterclockwise. The triangular lid began to spin faster and 
faster, emitting laser beams skywards. When he was about to 
finish, a white haired woman passed by, noticing the whole 
situation. She ran away quickly, disappearing among the buildings. 
IB removed the metallic triangle and went after the woman. He 
heard a door closing in the distance, a few houses further. IB 
neared, jumped over the fence and came to look inside the house 
from behind. The woman took off her wig, revealing a big, grey 
head, with two big horns in the forehead. The lady seemed to be 
an alien from the planet Behemot, a cosmic heaven for traitors 
and criminals. IB was certain that the monster was about to report 
his position to the Flame Verifiers, so he had to act fast. Took out 
his metallic triangle and threw it through the window, aiming her 
neck. The metal cut her throat, greenish, fluorescent blood 


10 


flowing in cascades on the floor. The metallic cover came back 
into his hand, as a boomerang. IB wiped the green blood traces 
and ran away, scared that his flames could be seen by somebody 
else, human or alien. He went to the place he was expected, 
sleeping in a special room, where the walls and furniture were 
covered with a thin, metallic membrane for fireproof insulation. 

In the morning, they reported on the news that a strange 
creature had been found dead in the house where a mysterious 
woman lived. The woman recently moved from another town, 
being involved in the energy traffic ring. She disappeared last 
night. There is no proof yet for connection between her 
disappearance and the strange creature which could have killed 
her. IB started his training in keeping his body temperature at a 
human level, through respiration techniques and mind control. 
For the first instruction, he succeeded to lower his temperature 
ten degrees, which was not bad at all. After the training, IB had to 
power his energy using a pill, but tomorrow he was scheduled for 
an intervention, a microprocessor implant in his brain. This was a 
more advanced option that permitted IB to liberate himself from 
the pill dependence. The microprocessor transformed the solar 
energy extracted from light into caloric input transmitted to the 
brain through electric impulses. 

IB covered his flames and reported for duty at the indicated 
address, being briefed into the job and the protection policies. He 
was supposed to work as an insurance agent at The Bureau for 
Relationships and Marriages Insurance. He had to follow a 
husband involved in an extra-marital affair. The wife and children 
had to be notified in a subtle way, otherwise the family would be 
in danger. The spouse, Geena, a blondish woman around thirty, 
rather plump, with a prominent tummy, became suspicious and 
scandals had started in the house. Frustrated staying home with 
four children, the woman lost control and got hysterical. 
Somebody could step over the line and attack the other one. 

The problems had to be solved. IB’s microprocessor was 
wirelessly connected to the man’s phone, receiving any data sent 
there and from that number. IB headed towards the restaurant the 
husband booked for that evening with the other woman. He 
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passed by their table, shooting a series of pictures by glancing at 
them, insistently and repeatedly. The man was around thirty five, 
his hair salt and pepper, small, brown eyes, pug-nosed and thin 
lips, extended into a broad, ingratiating smile. The other woman 
was younger, with a dark, curly, short hair, dark-eyed, talking out 
loud with a big, fleshy mouth. She wore a yellow miniskirt and a 
small, green blouse with a grand decolletage, leaving her belly 
uncovered and a lot of skin out of the clothes to be seen. Not too 
classy, but certainly good enough for this fellow. From his file, IB 
found out that the husband met her at a party, organized by his 
bachelor friend, where she came together with one of the host’s 
work colleagues. His wife had to stay home with the children, one 
of them was ill and her mother couldn’t come to help. First, he 
decided he shouldn’t go to that party, the youngest child had high 
fever and vomited a lot. But his fried insisted so much, so he said 
to his wife that he will only go to salute, and come back, as quickly 
as possible. He will have his phone at hand, for emergency calls. 

At the party, Bob, the husband, saw that woman laughing, 
dancing in her very short pants, drinking a lot. He did not mind it, 
but he met her again, while having dinner with his friend and 
Jeanne, his girl-friend, two weeks after the party. She came to their 
table and sat there with them, laughing out loud, drinking whisky, 
talking to Jeanne about going to the night club, that evening. They 
were introduced, her name was Bronna. “Don’t you want to come 
with us?”, his friend asked. “I don’t know what Geena would say 
about it” he replied. “Don’t tell her, it is just an evening, a few 
hours of fun” his friend added. Unable to refuse the invitation, 
Bob went to the club, drank, smoked a strange cigarette, and 
began a relationship with Bronna. 

This evening, while his wife fed the children, he was out there 
with this little tramp, in an isolated restaurant, pleasing her in every 
way. IB promised himself that this guy must take it the hard way. 
Therefore, the restaurant wasn’t enough, he needed bigger evidence. 
The followed man payed the bill and they both got into a car and 
drove out of town. IB kept after them, till they arrived in front of a 
hotel, hidden in a small forest. IB waited outside, spotted the 
window of the room where they were accommodated, and recorded 
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them. Then left, laughing by himself. “What a douchebag. Such a 
cheap whore”, he thought. IB knew that the husband would then 
go home, hugging his children, as if nothing had happened. And he 
will repeat it again, till an end is put to this, abruptly. 

IB got back at the Bureau, filed the data in three different 
copies and sent one to the wife. As if by coincidence, an agent 
who was a friend of the family was visiting them, to intervene if it 
would be necessary. The wife started to cry, sobbing in despair, 
showing her husband the pictures, telling him to go away. “Why, 
what have I done wrong? Don’t I work for you all?” he shouted 
from outside. “What about me, I have made children, you said 
you wanted more than two, I raised them by myself, you never 
helped. I got fat, no job and no perspectives”. Finally, the 
husband left, telling her that the other woman makes him happy 
and he needs her. “What about your kids, don’t they need your”, 
the wife screamed as he walked away. Pregnant again, she was 
about to have a nervous breakdown, threatening she will kill 
herself and the children and will set the house on fire. Luckily, the 
agent was there to administer her a calming pill. He then called 
her mother to come and sleep there, letting her know about the 
situation. 

This was a job well done, IB was proud of himself. Now, he 
had to get rid of the cheap tramp. He waited one evening in front 
of her house, kidnapped her and threw her into the river. That 
was all. He was careful not to be seen, anyway he came from 
another world, nobody knew him here. He would really like to get 
tid of the cheater, too, but he had to ask for the Bureau’s 
approval, as children were involved. IB thought about a car 
accident, connected wirelessly to the husband’s GPS and crashed 
him into an old concrete deposit. Now, he had to go somewhere 
else, the Bureau’s men could come after him any moment. 
Usually, the Bureau solves the problem in a more human way for 
the cheaters. “Why should they be considered human if they act 
inhumanly>” 

A man passed by him, wearing a T-shirt with an emblem on 
his left shoulder, consisting in four columns which seemed to 
enlarge and open into the moonlight, letting him enter. IB found 
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himself into a rectangular marble temple, sustained by thirty six 
columns. It seemed to be deserted, lost in darkness, but then he 
saw a citcle of fire and a ballerina dancing on a blazing shrine. A 
muscular, bald man with a lightning tattoo on his arm and a crest 
on his head was guarding her. Suddenly, a metallic disk grew out 
of his hairy crest, starting to roll, flashing sparks, getting closer to 
the ballerina. Blood waves gushed in all directions, reddening the 
immaculate white laces of the dress. “Sacrifice to pagan gods”, IB 
told himself. There was work to do here and IB had no time to 
lose. This time his mission was to annihilate a gang of criminals 
infiltrated into an unknown religious organisation, with branches all 
over the Human World, in all major cities. How could IB return to 
life the beautiful, innocent ballerina? He had to travel in time, using 
his metallic cover. He contacted his mother, asking for help, as a 
spiritual vibe was necessary to activate the time-space jump. His 
mother told him the secret formula, hummed by IB while he 
thrusted the metallic triangle into the ground: “Let me control the 
time and space to straighten a terrible wrong, with your permission. 
My intentions are totally pure”, IB uttered, while the metallic 
instrument rotated, casting laser beams up towards the sky. 

A miraculous thing occurred in that moment, which took IB 
by surprise. A young man of unparalleled beauty came down a 
light beam. He looked like an angel, man and woman at the same 
time, taking the ballerina in his arms, vanishing together on the 
light beam. IB was enchanted, his intervention was successful, the 
ballerina was now saved. Suddenly, the land began to shake and 
the creatures of the underworld strived to come to the surface, to 
conquer the world. It was now more than two thousand years that 
the Umbras were kept under control. An inverted sacrifice was all 
the World of Perennis Umbras needed to shatter the Earth, 
requesting the right to come back. Demons of all sizes, shapes and 
colours sprang to the surface, crying, shouting and screaming 
horribly. IB stepped behind, his power was limited in this 
situation, he needed help. He took his metallic cover and placed it 
above his head, where it started to rotate, projecting a hologram 
of God, to keep the demons away. Raging terribly, the demons 
remained in place, without taking a single step towards him. 
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IB enclosed himself into a protective electromagnetic field, 
mentally projected, leaving the demons behind. The legion of 
devils dispersed in a second, searching for welcoming hosts in the 
neighbouring area. The sky was quickly clouded by a thick curtain 
of foggy miasma, falling down, closer and closer to the earth. IB 
regretted the occurrence, but it was too late for that. He had to 
invoke the powers of the seventh skies now, able to deal with the 
entities of the Perrenis Umbras. Feeding on crimes, drugs and 
prostitution, the Umbras could overwhelm the human world, in 
no time. IB was terribly frightened seeing the demons’ invasion, 
the time-space jump must have cracked the plasma that linked the 
seventh skies together. From above, the Flame Verifiers were 
coming down in a cloud of smoke, searching for him. They wore 
their black tight uniforms with black metal helmets, looking like 
aliens. Their outfits were meant to imitate the appearance of the 
inhabitants from the planet Pluvia, the water beings. This planet 
was populated with liquid anthropomorphic creatures, whose 
shape and temperature varied, being able to make themselves 
invisible, if necessary. They seemed to be transparent, slightly 
vibrating, the liquid being contained in a very thin crystal 
membrane. To cover their transparent bodies, the Pluviaes used 
giant black lions’ leather, extremely rare creatures hiding in their 
obscure, steamy, endless forests, with gigantic trees. 

Contrary to the liquid Pluviaes, the Flame Verifiers were 
interplanetary mutants, obtained through the cross-breeding of 
four different extra-terrestrial forms of life, resulting into a species 
resistant to extreme fire, freezing and drowning, with 
impenetrable organisms. The Flame Verifiers were biological 
robots, made of flesh and bones, characterized by a metallic 
asperity and dourness. Their bodies couldn’t be penetrated by the 
most powerful lasers known up to this moment, but they could be 
harmed by certain extra-terrestrial weapons, which were kept 
highly secretive, deemed illegal, due to their destructive capacity. 
The Flame Verifiers’ purpose was to check the inflammation 
ability and the quality of the flames ignited by each Burner. To test 
it, FV introduced their hands directly into the flames, holding 
them there for at least ten minutes. The procedure had to be 
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repeated five times. If after this interval they got a tingling 
sensation, then the flames would have been efficient enough, at 
the basic level. If not, the Burner would have been branded 
Inefficient on his left foot, right on the sole. 

Then, the IB would be subjected to re-ignition program, 
confined to a secret location, a sanatorium which functioned as a 
black-outed penitentiary. The situation could worsen every 
moment for an IB, as he risked to be annihilated in a controlled 
atomic micro-explosion, which would pulverize its body in a 
fraction of a second. IB knew what would happen to him if he got 
caught, all this classified information being transmitted to him 
when he volunteered for the Flame Igniters Agency. Whenever a 
Burner was branded Inefficient, the Flame Igniters were 
announced by an infiltrated agent to come and try to re-ignite the 
flames. Most of the times, the action would be successful, but 
there were failings, too. In this last situation, the IB had to hide or 
leave for a different dimension. Many of them preferred the Land 
of the Humans for their inhabitants’ natvety and incapacity to 
discern the difference. 

IB came here for the same reason, but right now he was in 
danger, as the Flame Verifiers got closer and closer. The demons 
were waiting for him to reappear. Besides, the protective 
electromagnetic field wouldn’t keep the Flame Verifiers away, so 
he had to act fast. IB took his metallic cover, inserted it into his 
left palm, right in the middle, following the central line. Fiery 
blood and a bundle of light beams burst out, meeting the flames 
on his neck, producing an identical oblique line into the seventh 
skies’ plasma. A powerful explosion was heard, opening a fissure, 
inside which IB disappeared. In no time, he was back on the Land 
of Humans, in the Canadian mountains, aflame. The fire spread 
rapidly, sweeping tens of thousands of hectares of forests. 
Gigantic walls of blazes covered the sky, emitting drapes of smoke 
in the atmosphere. 

IB was terrified, it was as if the abyss of inferno had opened 
suddenly, devouring the land. “The demons got hold of the 
human world!” he realized. The burner knew that the fire is the 
surface of the problem, diverting attention from a much worse 
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issue, the spiritual combustion. It was a process of psychological 
and spiritual decomposition, transforming the person into a mere 
shadow. Deprived of the power to control the self, humanity 
regresses to primitive, animalistic stages, risking to remain there 
for ever. Without the power of the spirit, the humans cannot 
dominate their instinctuality, falling into an inferior regnum. It 
could be the end of the humankind. It was high time to require 
help from the Pluviaes, the water beings. They were the only ones 
who had the capacity to extinguish large fires. IB took his metallic 
triangle, threw it into the trunk of a burning tree, shouting “Highly 
respected Pluviaes, your help is needed. This fire is started by the 
Perennis Umbras, aiming to destroy humanity”. 

The tree started to pour clear water from inside, as if it was a 
spring. Touching the ground, the water materialized into a Pluvia 
being, wearing the black lion skin outfit. Her hair took the colour 
of the tree bark, her face remaining transparent, profiled on the air 
like a vibration, while her eyes were crystal blue, almost 
transparent, with no pupils. The colour of the itis seemed to be 
flowing in all directions, capturing a different tinge according to 
her emotions, getting more intense when angry or furious. When 
she was calm and peaceful, her eyes’ colour was the shade of the 
sea when the clear sky unfolds above it. She could see far away 
into distance, spanning her sight over a continent, at the same 
time. If she wanted, she could concentrate harder, calibrating her 
sight power to cover the entire surface of the Earth at once, but 
there was no need for that, for the moment. Her eyes worked like 
the lens of a microscope, enlarging microorganisms inaccessible 
for the human eye, or as the lens of a telescope, scanning for 
celestial bodies in the cosmic space. 

— What’s your name? she asked, telepathically, without 
moving her lips. 

IB responded writing the name in his flames, which started to 
burn stronger, covering his head and chest. The flames arranged 
in letters, projecting the name F/agrans IB. The woman called 
herself Pura Liquida. 

— Your flames are feeding the conflagration, she notified him. 
We have to keep them under control, she added. 
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Pura Liquida immersed her hand into the water poured off 
the tree and sprinkled his flames. 

— This is pure water from my planet, the drops will readjust 
your flames. 

Indeed, IB’s flames turned back to normal, covered by the 
metallic lid. 

— Flagrans IB, I am informed that the conflagration is meant 
to cover all Earth in a certain period of time, not known yet. The 
border between the Hell Fire and the Human World will, then, be 
annulled. Everything and everybody will burn. Perennis Umbras 
incendium project was started last year, with the wild fires in 
Canada and Greece. Since then, events unfolded, reaching this 
dangerous threshold. It was triggered by the pagan sacrifice of the 
gracious ballerina. She was the symbol of purity and innocence, 
hated by the Perennis Umbras. You have to close the fissure 
produced in the seventh skies’ plasma. I will help you, Pura 
Liquida told him. 

— What do I have to do? IB asked, using his voice. 

— You have to do exactly what you did in that moment. Your 
invocation must contain data about the ignition and its cause. 
They will know what to do, to stop it. 

IB took the metallic triangle and stuck it right in the middle 
of his palm, following the central oblique line. Flames and blood 
sprang out, while a strong thunder stroke. He uttered “The world 
is set on fire after a pagan sacrifice. Suppress the blazes with your 
celestial powers”. A blinding lightning teared the sky, opening a 
fissure, through which torrents of water began to flow. The sky 
liquefied, pouring down on earth. It was as if the world reversed, 
turning upside down, the sky moving downwards and the oceans 
upwards, spilling down. Falling down, the celestial waters reached 
the surface of the earth, as rain and mist. At the same time, the 
trees began to spring water from within, smothering the fires. 
Soon, the conflagration was extinguished, leaving the forests 
fuming. Pura Liquida told Flagrans IB that the celestial waters had 
healing capacities, enabling the woods to regenerate very quickly. 
It was time for IB to go now. He asked Pura Liquida if the 
Burners could survive on the Pluvia planet. “No Burner has come 
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to visit us so far, but you could be helpful. I think you need a 
more powerful protection for your flames. The atmosphere on 
Pluvia is humid. We are anthropomorphic aquatic organisms, 
immersed into an ocean of mist. You need to exercise your 
telepathy, too”, Pura Liquida responded. They held hands and 
disappeared into a luminous whirl. 

Pura Liquida and Flagrans IB arrived on Pluvia, instantly. On 
Pluvia, it is always daylight, their planet being a huge crystal 
sphere, functioning as a planetary conservatory. Because of the 
wet environment, they have luxuriant vegetation, giant flora and 
fauna, their symbol being a giant black lion with glassy blue eyes. 
The Pluviaes never die, just change their shape and form the way 
they want; if they wish, they can go on other planets. They are 
peaceful, but they can get rid of evil beings by just staring at them, 
thus making them boil, slowly liquefying their flesh and body, 
finally evaporating them. The process is very rapid, it takes only a 
few seconds. IB is very eager to know how it is possible for 
Pluviaes to float and fly in their environment, these aquatic 
anthropomorphic creatures being able to turn into steam or mist, 
at once, becoming invisible. They could leave their planet for a 
different one, travelling large chunks of cosmic space, in no time 
at all. “It is quite miraculous”, thought IB, wishing he could do 
the same. 

What is hazardous for the Burner is the continuous rain, a 
special gaseous fall, causing him to feel like being enclosed in a 
sauna. In this case, IB is immersed in this watery, misty 
environment, consisting of vapours, threatening to put out his 
flame, for all. Pluviaes used this condition to camouflage 
themselves. IB is different, that is why Pura Liquida had to subject 
a telepathic official request to the Pluvia Council, to approve the 
creation of a suitable habitat for IB’s condition. IB could see that 
the Pluviaes live in liquid houses shaped as crystal spheres, 
imperceptible for naked eye. When they enter those houses, they 
cannot be seen anymore, nor their households, allowing them to 
be perfectly out of sight, safe and protected. Their technology 
permits them to turn the liquid into any matter, while the water 
molecules still have the same capacities. Therefore, they live in 
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water, without it being liquid, allowing IB to live there, even 
though not in the best circumstances. The official telepathic 
request was approved immediately, in a few hours IB could move 
into his own apartment, designed especially for him. The Pluviaes 
had the capacity to perfectly control water particles, transforming 
its molecules into any kind of matter, in his situation being chosen 
fireproof metal. 

Actually, they need his flames to accelerate the gasification 
process, Pura Liquida told him that day. She invited him to her 
house, till the apartment is prepared for him. On the way to her 
address, she played with him, making herself invisible, while they 
talked, IB hearing her laughing in the distance. 

— Let’s take a stroll through the woods! Pura said, running 
forward. 

IB followed her, wondering what could be dangerous inside 
those colossal woodlands, he never visited before. 

— Aren’t you afraid of the giant black lions? IB asked her. 

— They never attack us, they can read our minds. We never 
commit bad deeds, quite contrarily. 

— What do you mean, they can read the minds? 

— You will see... 

Pura Liquida’s response faded away, she was already in the 
gigantic forest. IB was a bit frightened by this ability of the huge 
black lions he wasn’t aware of, before. What if the lions find out 
about the old woman, Bob and Bronna? How would they react? 
His feet moved almost mechanically, cut loose from the 
connection with the brain. The flame was almost extinguished, but 
IB couldn’t think about anything else but the lions and the 
mysterious Pluvia forests. He had to see what lurks there, even if 
his secret could be revealed, and he could be teared into pieces by 
the giant, omniscient animals. Getting closer, he started to hear 
birds chirping in heavenly tunes. All his senses got numb, 
conducting him towards the woods. IB saw Pura Liquida had 
already arrived among the trees. 

He thought it is a hallucination, but as he got closer, realized 
that the trees turned their shape into men when Pura talked to 
them. “Hhhhmmmm, so strange...” IB told himself, amazed. He 
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stepped into the woods, looking around in great amazement. The 
trees seemed to change their colours and the shape of the leaves, 
shifting into the whole palette of the rainbow. Looking closely, he 
thought he saw a bird turning into a woman, waving to him, 
inviting him to go to her. “I think I might go crazy ...”, it crossed 
his mind. Then, other birds transformed into women, all of them 
gesturing to him, calling him, luring him, smiling. IB thought this 
was weird, totally out of the common. He stopped walking, sitting 
down on the grass, with his knees up to his chest, closing his eyes 
and covering the ears with the hands, waiting for the illusions to 
fade away. After a while, he observed it is silent around, and the 
trees were just trees, with huge trunks and crowns. 

IB stood up and started to walk again, thinking about what 
other surprises he could expect in that bizarre space. He heard a 
strong roar in the distance, which made his blood freeze inside the 
veins. The earth seemed to tremble and, all of a sudden, the 
horizon darkened. There it was, a magnificent, giant, black lion 
appeared in front of him, fixing him with its glassy blue eyes. IB 
couldn’t move an inch, shivering, his hair stood on its ends. His 
heart was throbbing inside, his head felt as if minced. The lion was 
around ten meters high, every muscle shining, when breathing. 

IB trembled from all his limbs, while the lion studied him, 
attentively. In a second, the Burner saw the lion wearing a white 
wig, out of which a river of green fluorescent blood flew down. 
Then, the lion seemed to smile, ingratiatingly, as Bob, in the next 
moment starting to laugh out loud, his snout resembling the fleshy 
mouth of Bronna. A huge Bronna bowed down to kiss him with 
pursed lips, threatening to swallow him, entirely. IB screamed, 
falling down to the ground, unconscious. His flame flickered a few 
seconds, extinguishing gradually. The lion approached, bowing 
down his head to watch the fire, and dismembered the Burner. 
Pura Liquida appeared out of nowhere, trying to help him, but it 
was too late. 

Feeling guilty IB was her guest, she had to act quickly to save 
him, if it was still possible. She submitted a telepathic request for 
medical assistance. In a few seconds, they were transported, 
instantly, to a medical facility. Entering the premises, Pura dived 
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into a strong, white light, inundating her from all sides. She 
couldn’t see her body anymore, as if she had turned invisible. She 
kept looking at her hands and legs covered in the black leather 
suit, and all she could see was the contour. The light was sterile, 
purifying and healing at the same time, creating a feeling of peace, 
happiness and self-content inside her. She was told that any health 
problem she could have had will disappear, as an effect of 
immersing into that healing light. 

The scientists told her that this environment was developed 
as a powerful molecular regeneration facility, every consultation 
being an opportunity to sink into that life giving light, the 
strongest in the Universe. It was completely free, no charges 
incurred. Pluvia surpassed the financial system many thousands of 
years ago, at the same time with the biological embodiment, she 
learned about it at school, during her history classes. Their 
education took place while sleeping, being connected to the 
knowledge data through electromagnetic brain waves. She was 
taught the history of all the planets and their occupying 
civilizations, all of the Pluviaes being trained to act as 
interplanetary agents, if necessary. 

The scientists collected the dismembered body of the victim 
and subjected it to various treatments. The only efficient one was 
the cloning, based on cells collected from the remains. In a few 
days, Pura was called to come and take the new IB home, a totally 
identical replica of the original. What was unusual about the new 
IB was the lack of the flames, replaced with a stream of pure 
water, flowing from inside. Instead of the burning tongues of 
flames, Pura could see a beautiful spring, streaming on his neck 
and shoulder, the water circuit being controlled by the body, 
gushing out and flowing back, harmoniously. The waters were 
vety subtle, almost illusionary, but Pura was able to discern it, 
clearly. IB’s spirit was calm and aquatic now, the agitated fire 
being cut off. He was saved and adapted to the new environment, 
where he wouldn’t worry about his flames being extinguished, 
anymore. That is why, the doctor explained to Pura, IB's 
memories were erased, new ones being implanted into his mind. 
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The intervention team added that the main character of his new 
memories is Pura now, so she must take care of him, from this 
time forward. 

— What kind of relationship do you want to have with himp, 
the doctor asked her. 

— I don’t know..., Pura responded. 

— Do you want him to be just a simple acquaintance, a 
boyfriend or a cousin, for instance? 

— I think acquaintances would be recommended for the 
beginning, I have to know him better. 

The team updated IB’s memories and let them go. A house 
was prepared for him, fully equipped and completely monitored, 
to research and document the experiment. The main question was 
if old memories of the former IB would resurface, and to what 
degree. A process of memory import through microbiological 
transfer was expected to take place. In other words, original IB’s 
cells could transfer their encoded memories to the new ones. The 
medical team wasn’t sure how and to what extent this could 
happen, but the new project appealed as very challenging to them. 
IB was the first burner arrived on Pluvia planet and the first one 
to be cloned. This was an opportunity long awaited by Pluvia’s 
scientists, determined to observe him closely, without intruding 
too much. 

For a few months, IB behaved normally, like any other 
aquatic being. Gradually, he realized he is different from the 
others, through his streaming. The others did not have a spring 
sparkling outside their bodies, and he could not understand why 
he has one. IB discussed with Pura about this several times, 
having the scientists worried about his insistence on this subject. 
IB developed an obsession related to that singularity, convincing 
Pura to take him to the hospital again, to operate his streaming. 
Even though Pura reassured him, constantly, that she likes the 
spring, he wasn’t happy about it. IB started to have strange 
dreams about flames, fires and other bizarre phenomena, unusual 
for Pluvia. He told Pura about it, swearing her to secrecy, overly 
troubled, asking her, repeatedly, about the fire. 
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— It was a fascicle of flames burning aside my shoulder, where 
the water is now coming from. I dreamt it very clearly, last night, 
Pura. What do you know about fire? 

— It is said that the fire was brought to humanity by 
Prometheus. But the legend says that he was punished by the 
gods, for stealing the fire from them, and his act was perceived as 
a treason, by the Immortales. 

— Why? 

— Prometheus was a revolutionary force aiming to improve 
human life, but the Immortales were afraid that the more power 
they get, the more they would expose themselves and their planet 
to danger. 

— Who are the humans? 

— There is a planet inhabited by biological mortals, called the 
Land of Humans, I have visited it once, accidentally. 

— Tell me more about it, Pura. 

— Tomorrow, IB, I have to go now. Think about the water, it 
is our primary force. Water always extinguishes the fire. 

Pura left, but IB couldn’t stop thinking about the fire, 
Prometheus, the Land of Humans. That night, he dreamt about a 
huge fire burning in a forest, and he was there, trying to extinguish 
it, but couldn’t. The blazes covered the sky, the air was 
unbreathable. He saw Pura’s image projected on the sky, then 
woke up in a lake of sweat, distressed. He needed to know mote. 
Till Pura arrived, he connected his brain waves to the collective 
knowledge memory, stored in the misty ether, searching for data 
about the Land of Humans and about the fire. IB was happy to 
discover various files about Prometheus and Heraclitus, the 
Weeping Philosopher, respected by the Pluviaes for his wisdom. 
Heraclitus was the author of the saying Panta rhei, “everything 
flows”, which was their main principle. Indeed, for the aquatic 
Pluviaes, all is flowing, and Heraclitus’ writings were the base of 
their development into an advanced, aquatic civilization. 

However, Pluviaes considered Thales of Miletus their 
founder, through his watery thesist, stating that the water is the 


! Thales of Miletus, http://www.iep.utm.edu/thales/#H3. 
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primary principle of the Universe. What was generally accepted 
was the idea that the Universe functions as a series of 
transformation of one element into another. The transformations of 
fire - first, sea; and of sea, half becomes earth and half the lightning-flash, 
said Heraclitus. What caused a never ending debate was the 
question related to which element is the most important, 
gravitating around the fire, the water, the air or the Earth. If for 
Pluviaes the water was the most important, for the Burners on the 
Flamma planet the fire was the primary force, while for humans 
the earth was the strongest, but all of them were important to 
sustain biological life. Pura Liquida knew that IB was the most 
important project ever deployed on Pluvia, offering the scientists 
the opportunity to prove the power of the water against the fire. 

In this situation, her role was extremely important, and any 
mistake could create complex problems, some of them ethical, 
from her point of view. What is best for herself, for her planet 
and what is better for IB? Pura Liquida kept thinking about it, her 
mind becoming heavier than ever before. The scientists never 
pressured her to lie or hide certain things, and now she had to 
know how to answer IB’s ceaseless questions. The doctor gave 
her permission to tell the truth. Pura felt reenergised and the 
spiritual heaviness disappeared, leaving her serene and clear, as a 
crystalline water. When she arrived at IB’s house, he was deeply 
immersed into the knowledge search. He sensed her around and 
readjusted his brain waves to mentally converse with her. The new 
IB was able to communicate telepathically, all their conversations 
taking place this way. 

— Pura, I am so glad you came. I have just found out about 
Thales of Miletus and Heraclitus of Ephesus. Which element is 
the primary one? 

— For us, IB, the water is the main element, she is our 
mother, we could say. But for others, the situation could be 
different. 

— You must be right, Pura, think about how fire can wreak 
havoc. By the way, I have dreamt about a huge fire last night, 
somewhere in a forest. It seems that you were there, too. Strange, 
isn’t it? 
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— Yeah, it is strange. IB, I will tell something that will surprise 
you, but not necessarily in a negative way. I will put it bluntly: you 
were a Burner, a being of fire from the planet Flamma, who took 
refuge on Pluvia, with me. You called for my help during a 
horrible fire, started on the Land of Humans by the Perennis 
Umbras. You and I, together, succeeded to extinguish the 
conflagration, and you decided to come with me on Pluvia. 

— This is totally surprising. That’s why the dreams about the 
flames keep coming back to me... 

— It is more complicated than that. When we arrived on 
Pluvia, you wanted to roam within our forests and a tragic thing 
has happened, you were attacked by a giant black lion. 

— Oh, my God, but they are peaceful creatures! 

— That’s what intrigued us the most. I called for help and the 
doctors obtained a new you, through cloning, it was the only way. 
But the process needed to replace your flames with a clear spring 
of water, otherwise you couldn’t survive here. Now you know it. 

— That is completely smashing for me. I am very curious to 
know about planet Flamma and the life there. 

— You can do it now, I will leave, I have things to do. 

Pura left, leaving IB in a state of agitated curiosity. He 
reconnected to the knowledge memory again, browsing about 
Flamma and the Burners. For Flamma, the fire was the essence of 
life, they needed its energy to function. Slowly, IB learned about 
the Efficient and Inefficient Burners, about the Flame Verifiers 
and their power of control. He found out about the way the 
Inefficient Burners relocated on the Land of Humans, about their 
metallic lid used to shield the flames. He found a report about his 
absence, with his picture attached to a file. There, in that picture, 
it was himself, but different. His flames were burning aside, 
creating a hallo of light around him. He was dumbfounded. He 
couldn’t understand how the Flame Verifiers were allowed to label 
the burners as inefficient or efficient, it seemed overtly 
discriminating. IB thought that maybe the burners needed his 
help. He decided to try to track them, if it was possible. 

IB slid into a relaxing meditation, utterly relieved, now that he 
knew the truth. He appreciated Pura for telling him the truth and 
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realized that he needs to know more, maybe travel to Flamma, as 
dangerous as it might appear. When Pura came to see him next 
day, he told her the news about the former IB. Browsing together, 
they found data about the Flame Igniters Agency and a list of 
Flame Verifiers accused of corruption. Two of them were 
involved in his case and now they have the occasion to eliminate 
them. Pura and IB will have to plan it, thoroughly and carefully, 
but first of all, they have to announce the scientists, who could 
reject their request or help them. 

When the team of scientists heard about this, they asked for 
time to analyse the proposal. On the one hand, they had the 
chance to study the fire on Flamma, on the other hand, they 
realized the dangerous implications. Awaiting for their answer, IB 
used the time to document on important facts about Pluvia and 
Flamma civilizations, being interested even in The Land of 
Humans. The humans still have encoded information about other 
civilizations that used to live there, in the past. IB was surprised to 
find out that the Flammaes and the Pluviaes evolved on planet 
Earth in their ancient times, at a certain stage of their evolution 
moving to different environments, better equipped for their 
sustenance. 

Actually, Pluvia was engineered in complex biotechnology 
projects, developed at gigantic scales. Scientifically and technically, 
they were in such a state of evolution that were able to create a 
planet from scratch, using the power of mind over matter and 
natural energies at hand. Their brains had the capacity to store 
unimagined volumes of information. As a matter of fact, their 
brain was their whole body, as they were aquatic virtual beings, 
enclosed in a crystal membrane, for a better data storage and 
transfer. The Pluviaes were connected to the Seventh Sky’s 
Cosmic Force. If Flammaes chose the third sky, the Pluviaes 
deserved the sixth one, closest to the Seventh Skies’ Celestial 
Powers. It was easy for IB to understand that their pacifist way of 
life entitled them to live on this magnificent planet, truly a 
Paradise. IB never encountered so much kindness and lack of 
selfishness as on Pluvia, the place of serenity, everlasting peace, 
indestructible knowledge and eternal life, the planet of the 


27 


Permanent Rainbow. Iris, the Sacred Rainbow, covered their sky, 
reflected and propagated by the water molecules. In the ancient 
times, Iris was considered the winged messenger of gods. Zeus 
sends Iris to bring the gods' great oath from far off in a golden jug, the 
celebrated cold water that drops from a high, sheer cliff and, far below the 
wide-pathed earth, flows from the holy river through dark night, a branch of 
Oceanus. 

There, on Pluvia, it is always daylight, spreading a wonderful 
rainbow-coloured luminosity, all over the horizon. The Pluviaes 
don’t need sleep to recharge their energy, consequently, they don’t 
need night. It is a great feeling to see light all the time, especially 
the rainbow-filtered light, feeding your spirit, entertaining a sense 
of constant happiness, the euphoria. The force of water is good, 
IB told himself, it is soft and non-aggressive, cleaning you inside 
and outside. He is reading now about the sacred waters of the 
ancient times, one of the most famous being the spring from 
Delphi. IB read about the temple of Apollo, Pluviaes’ leader, the 
healer of minds and bodies, urging humans to know themselves 
through the message Gnothi Seauton. His priestess was Pythia, 
Pluviaes’ prototype and ancestor, who used to purify herself in the 
Castalian spring, drinking water from Kassotis, to get inspired. I 
shall speak of Phoibos’ Oracles, Pytho and Klaros. Many Oracles with 
springs and exhalations have appeared on earth and earth has swallowed them 
again, the passage of time has destroyed them. But Helios (i.e. Apollo) still 
has the holy water of Mykale at Didyma, the rock of Pytho and rugged 
Klaros, mouth of the oracular voice. 

There were other sacred waters waving their purifying, clear, 
vibrant mirrors under the human sky, but their location was 
forgotten over time. IB had the map in front of his eyes now, 
studying it, anxiously. If the sacred waters surfaced under all the 
seventh skies, their point of origin was singular, they all flow from 
Pluvia, downwards. There was a complicated network of waters 
supervised by the scientists on Pluvia, making sure that the other 
planets are given the opportunity to sip the healing waters. The 
Pluviaes were particulary interested in the Land of Humans, their 
former Sacred Mother, Terra Rhea, to whom they paid great 
respect. Whenever they needed help, the Pluviaes delivered, the 
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only condition being the ability of the Earth inhabitants to 
communicate with them. A clarity, a purity of spirit was necessary, 
which was rately found there, lately, unfortunately. IB saw a few 
active points flashing intermittently on the interactive map, 
somewhere in Europe, and filed the information in his memory, in 
case he needed it. 

Regarding Flamma, he searched data about the Flame Igniters 
Agency, the Supreme Law of Ignition and especially about the 
Flame Verifiers. These were tough guys, a hideous genetic 
experiment meant to control the planet of the Burners. According 
to Heraclitus, the fire represented a powerful force, able to 
consume the burner. He equalled the burning fire to the concept 
of hybris — zo extinguish hybris is more needed than to extinguish a fire. 
Hybris was perceived as a terrible mistake, in those times, an 
offence to the powers of the Universe, which could trigger awful 
punishments. Even great civilizations had fallen, after committing 
hybris. “Never play with the fire”, IB murmured to himself, glad 
he got rid of the flames burning openly on his body. 

His greatest interest was in the creation of the Flames 
Verifiers, isolating DNA from four different extra-terrestrial 
forms of life, constructing an indestructible organism, according 
to complex, interplanetary, genotype instructions. It seems the 
FVs were biological robots endowed with dourness and 
impenetrability. However, IB found a list of secret weapons that 
could destroy the Verifiers, many of them kept in a Museum of 
Arms on Pluvia, where nobody used destruction instruments. In 
this situation, when the weaponries were needed to deploy an 
operation on another planet, against aggressive species, he had to 
file a telepathic request for assistance. Immediately, he received a 
confirmation message, being instructed to wait for the answer. Till 
the acceptance, IB was given user manuals for every weapon. 

The Pluviaes despised the armaments, considered relics of a 
primitive age, when violence, hate and death ruled the world. 
Those negative manifestations were supposed to corrode the 
matter and the spirit, at the same time, causing a set-back, a 
regression in the collective evolution. Its effect is a miasma 
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covering the Earth, making it obscure, hidden from the celestial 
powers, lowering the human world into an inferior dimension. 
Pluvia was, now, the most advanced civilization evolved from 
human DNA. How they defend themselves, in case of invasion, 
IB asked himself. There was no need for security, the other beings 
were not spiritually able to access their minds and their location. 
They are not even aware of their existence. The Pluviaes have the 
capacity of inactivating brains, by blocking their electromagnetic 
field, instantly, but it was never necessary. What kind of guns 
could he use to annihilate the corrupt Flame Verifiers’ agents? Do 
the ancient weapons still work? He was assured the lasers were 
extremely powerful and functional, as in the first day. 
Nevertheless, Pura advised him to wait for the scientists’ answer, 
they certainly prepared a plan of action for him, with all the details 
clear. She told IB that she had the power to liquefy and boil every 
human or non-human being, in seconds. She has the ability to 
attract and concentrate the solar energy to the highest 
temperature, projected through her eyes onto the victim, 
evaporated in a few seconds. 

Pura was inclined to think that an instant pulverization of 
their bodies would be better than using primitive means of 
destruction, abolished since antiquity. Even though it seems 
horrible, using concentrated solar energy to punish flawed 
individuals is non-subjective and non-personal. She serves as a 
means of projection, a lens, to filter and focus the energy, which 
is, actually, out of her control. If the future victim is not guilty, 
then the condemnation is annulled. While looking at the target, 
Pura scans the mind, searching for files containing culpability and 
evidence to sustain it. No one can escape this mental examination, 
usually performed in less than a second. Pura told IB the secret of 
their close cooperation with the sun, a very strong force of the 
Universe, symbolized by Apollo, their historical leader. Water and 
solar light work together, in total harmony, and it will always be 
like that. This is the secret of life, be it vegetal, animal, human, 
mutant or spiritual. 

Pura arrived with news, smiling. 
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— We can go, IB, we have the permission. 

— I can’t believe, it is marvellous, but dangerous, too, IB 
responded. 

— There is a plan for us, you are allowed to take one weapon, 
this one. 

Pura showed IB a crystal sphere of ten centimetres diameter. 
IB took it in his hand, studying it, attentively. It seemed a crystal 
toy, at first, for relaxation, maybe. 

— This is a toy, Pura. 

— No, it isn’t, don’t let yourself be fooled by appearances. It a 
very powerful laser, activated by mental command. It can 
incinerate a city, in a few seconds. It uses the power of the sun. 
You should be careful with it. The trick is that the sphere 
connects to the victim’s brain, triggering the incineration only if 
she or he was a spirit possessed by Umbras. 

— Incredible. Do you think I can use it by myself? 

— Yes, it is already connected to your mind, you have full 
control now. But I will be around, in case I am needed. This is 
because you don’t have the power to liquefy, not yet. Besides the 
sphere, you need to project an electromagnetic shield of 
protection. Every being violating it could be paralyzed. 

IB knew that he could connect to FVs’ brains to read the 
deepest memories, but he couldn’t operate them, giving mental 
commands, a simple task for Pura. Flagrans IB and Pura Liquida 
arrived on Flamma, in the form of a devastating asteroid 
explosion. On Flamma, the temperature is extremely high, over 
100 degrees C, the environment being as hot as a girded oven. 
Here, it is always night, the ground is metallic, the grass and 
vegetation being modelled in permanent flames. The sky is 
reddish, almost burning. Curiously, there is no smoke emitted, 
being collected and diverted in deep space. Concomitantly, there 
are no ashes, because the blazes were produced from inside the 
planet’s core. The Flamma planet was engineered by the 
Flammaes’ ancestor, Vulcan, in the ancient times. 

Pura realized the resemblance between Flamma and the 
Perennis Umbras’ world. She blocked Flammaes’ monitoring 
devices by altering their planet’s electromagnetic field. The time 
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stopped on Flamma for a few seconds, enough for her mind to 
read and copy all the information required by the scientists. Just 
being there, Pura could extract information from air, fire, metal, 
minds and various technologies. It was as if everything was 
speaking to her, offering data, merely through their existence. 
Pura was capable to magnify data contained by microorganisms, 
cells, atoms, molecules and collect information from distant 
sources in the Universe. When scanning around, she verified the 
consistency of information, checking the similarity between 
microdata and macrodata, which, usually, have to correspond to 
each other. The data accessed her brain in series of codes, letters, 
numbers and other symbols, the process of decoding, checking 
and storing being deployed concurrently. 

Pura left home her black costume, wearing a translucid one, 
allowing her to be invisible for Flamma’s inhabitants. The 
translucid outfit protected her from FVs’ scanners, able to spot 
her presence as light waves. IB took the sphere with him, attached 
to the crystal lid that covered his stream. First, they went to his 
mother, letting her know he is safe and sound. She couldn’t see 
Pura, just feel her calming presence around. Then, they went to 
search for the corrupt agents, code names RRV and OAV. Pura 
monitored them in real time, connected to the FV agency 
network. Agents RRV and OAV were sent to filter the traffic, to 
hunt an escaped inefficient burner. He vanished into thin air, 
while the agents prepared to mark him inefficient. Of course, the 
disappearance was instrumented by Pura and IB, determined to 
create a shocking situation, to divert their attention. 

First, she entered deep into their minds, reading the files, 
together with IB. The incriminating data was there, buried under a 
pytamid of dumped dreams. They found images of IB secretly 
stored, together with personal contact information, a map of his 
locations and a subconscious button to trigger his tracking. Last 
time, IB was spotted on the Land of Humans. The agents were 
expecting him to return on Flamma or on Earth, but he couldn’t 
be traced now, as his molecular composition changed. Protected 
by her invisibility, Pura liquefied RRV and OAV in two seconds. 
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They were vaporized like two cups of water, boiled in a volcano. 
There was nothing left of them. The FVs agents were equipped to 
face a higher temperature, but not a lava melting one, over 1000 
degrees C. She told IB it was high time to go back, rushing IB to 
mentally communicate to his mother that he will come to see her 
regularly. The corrupt agents were eliminated, the fake files were 
completely deleted, he was entirely free now. 

Pura and IB returned on Pluvia to purify their spirits, after 
the mission on Flamma. It wasn’t her decision to eliminate the 
corrupt agents, but the Universe’s reaction to their mistakes. The 
ray beam filtered through Pura’s eyes was extremely powerful, 
fuelled by the agents’ will to harm IB. Their arrogance and wish to 
destroy him, despite being aware of his innocence, doomed them, 
feeding the destructive force returned to them, increased. More 
than that, RRV and OAV had IB on their emergency list, to be 
eliminated ASAP. If IB gave information to others, they would 
have been compromised. It didn’t cross their minds that IB might 
get help from the Pluviaes, superior to them in every way. Most 
feared for their morality, the crystal-aquatics had the greatest 
power in the Universe, working for the Celestial Powers, while 
FVs were conducting themselves after the principle “the strongest 
takes it all”, which was rather primitive. Many of them nurtured 
exploiters’ mind-sets, displaying a totalitarian and abusive 
behaviour. 

Pura and IB were expected at the medical facilities, where the 
healing light regenerated their bodies and spirits. Hearing that he 
had been on Earth before, the scientists proposed IB a new 
project. He had to go and verify the earthly active spots on the 
interactive map. IB found a woman somewhere in Europe, she 
seemed to be able to communicate with the Pluviaes. At first, IB 
had to send data in her dreams. After a few dreams, when she was 
already familiarized with his appearance, IB influenced her to take 
a walk in the nature, near a water course, where he materialized to 
her as a foreigner, hiking in the nearby forest. 

— Hi, I think I lost my way, said IB. 

— You seem somehow familiar to me, she replied. 
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— Curiously, you look familiar to me, too. 

While chit-chatting simplicities, IB worked on her brain, 
emitting telepathic instructions to her nervous system. His virtual 
commands entered her brain as liquid crystal micro-particles, 
almost gaseous, becoming crystal neurones in her white, grey 
matter and corpus callosum. Following their meeting, in a few 
months, the crystal neurones network extended in her whole 
brain. Now, the woman’s head has become a transmitter for 
Pluvia. IB was surprised to see that the woman on Earth looked 
like Pura. She had blue eyes which changed their colour in the 
sunlight, turning almost silvery. Her name was Saphiro. She 
looked straight into IB’s eyes when speaking, making him think it 
is Pura talking to him. Arriving back on Pluvia, he told Pura about 
Saphiro. She wanted to meet the woman. 

— It could be a sister, said Pura. 

— What, your sister? asked IB. 

— A genes transmission in time, it can work over tens of 
thousands of years. She might be my biological sister, a human 
clone. 

— What does it mean, your human clone? It’s confusing. 

— We are the same, but she is earthly, flesh and blood, while 
Pm crystal-aquatic. It is as if I see myself human again, as I used 
to be thousands of years ago. 

— Do you think I might find a devolved myself there, too? 

— I don’t know, it is a rare phenomenon, but you could try. 

That day, IB studied the interactive map of the Earth, 
attentively. Next day, Pura and IB discussed about Saphiro and 
how should they approach her development as a trusted Pluvia 
collaborator. 

— We need to expand her chronological life span, said Pura. 

— Is it possible? asked IB. 

— The crystal neuronal network will keep her biological cells 
regenerated. We have to teach her how to attract and direct light 
molecules into her system. She will need to eat healthy food, lots 
of fresh fruit and vegetables, drink pure water. The sunlight in 
important, it purifies the spirit and enhances the strength of her 
brain waves. It is better if she stays in the sunshine, while 
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immersed in water, the result is more efficient. And, most 
importantly, she has to be virtuous. 

— We will try to transfer the knowledge to her, when we go 
there next time. 

The time to go back on Earth, to meet Saphiro, has come. 
They arrived near a big city, crossed by many waterways, 
surrounded by thick forests. When Pura saw Saphiro, she was 
surprised they look so much alike. Pura almost felt Saphiro was 
her own reflection in a mirrored world. However, Saphito was 
human, constructed on biological DNA, while Pura was crystal- 
aquatic. Pura was transparent, Saphiro was fleshy and Flagrans IB 
was a mixture of them, containing molecules of fire. All of them 
had blue eyes, but there were certain differences: Pura didn’t have 
pupils, in IB’s eyes there was a pair of microflames burning, while 
Saphiro’s eyes were almost silvery. Since the crystal neural 
network extended in her brain, the eyes seemed illuminated from 
the inside, taking a led light bulb appearance. The skin changed, 
too, displaying a strange glow, especially when Pura and IB 
accessed her brain. 

Saphiro was now on her way to become a human-crystal 
hybrid, but she did not know anything about it. She will be 
Pluviaes’ agent, developed to deliver constant information 
collected from the stimuli around her, selected afterwards 
according to their relevance and importance. In other words, 
Saphiro was living her life, but all the data transmitted to her brain 
was intercepted by the Pluviaes. Whenever necessary, Saphiro was 
telepathically instructed to take common actions, under their 
command, to access the brains of certain people. Wherever 
Saphiro was located, she worked as a biological wireless router, 
communicating information extracted from the other’s brains, 
with all their memories, even subconscious. 

The Pluviaes’ scientists were interested in verifying the 
collective memory of the most intelligent humans, to search for 
lost files regarding the evolution of humanity and other extinct 
civilizations that lived on Earth, thousands of years ago. If the 
humans were still blind about their planet’s past, some of them 
were suspicious about what they called alien civilizations that 
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might have founded flourishing cultures on Earth. Actually, it was 
the other way around, evolved humans that operated changes on 
their brains and DNA molecules left Earth for planetary 
environments with better living conditions for them. The 
connection hasn’t been lost, but the gap between the Pluviaes and 
the humans deepened in time, the crystal-aquatics reaching such a 
far state of evolution that made them invisible and inexistent for 
the humans. Actually, humans aren’t aware of other planetary 
existences, such as the Pluviaes or the Flammaes, considering 
themselves the only inhabitants of the Universe, which is a 
regrettable mistake. It is as if the human civilization was the 
toddler of the Universe, trying to know the world around, without 
being able to go outside the house. 

The Pluviaes wanted to recover compromised or deleted files 
in the collective subconscious, implementing a cosmic project of 
historical data recovery. They wanted to rewrite the correct history 
of the planet Earth and its former inhabitants, digging deep into 
their minds, for forgotten or dumped data. Saphiro scanned 
various human scientists’ brains, to perform the search. She was 
sent to visit historical sights, to scan the natural memory storing 
backgrounds, such as water, air, stone and earth strata. It was not 
a coincidence that Saphiro was born in that part of Europe, where 
the heart of civilization was located in the far past. Growing up, 
her brain extracted information from the natural environment, 
stored there by the former civilizations. They left encrypted data 
about their genetic construction, some of those being found, but 
not decoded yet. Most of the evidence was destroyed by less 
evolved humans, in their wish to wipe off traces of Pluviaes’ and 
Flammaes” existence there. 

The subtle data, invisibly deposited in the air or water, wasn’t 
yet studied by humans. However, subconsciously, they were 
informed about it, following the Universe's instructions to store it 
there, till the time comes to be properly accessed, read and 
interpreted. Pluviaes wanted to do it now, to reconstitute the lost 
data, save and store it on their planet. The actual human 
civilization was at a break point, when the past was reconstructed 
in error, thus prompting the future towards the wrong direction. 
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If the formula applied to the equation is mistaken, then the result 
is null. To help their former home, the Pluviaes were obliged to 
help humans find their correct direction. There were opposing 
interests sustained by the Perennis Umbras, other subtle presences 
which were, somehow, better percetved, due to their low 
frequencies. 

The Perennis Umbras’ goal was to keep humanity marking 
time, even regressing, to feed on their disabled spirits. Humans 
were not yet equipped to deal with mental and spiritual invasion, 
easily becoming victims. Consequently, their chronological life 
span was reduced, as well as their capacity to analyse information 
around them. To lead them out of this deadlock, the Pluviaes 
launched the historical data recovery cosmic project. Making the 
information available to them, humans could use it to their 
benefit, regaining control over their evolution. If human historical 
trajectory had been analysed, it would have been obvious the 
movement was cyclic, not linear, heading in the right direction, as 
it should have been. Pluviaes’ mission was extremely important, 
their project was constructed as a feedback and feedforward 
process. They extracted relevant information and fed important 
data back into the sensitive minds, information which could not 
be, consciously, accessed by the human intellect, at this stage of 
evolution. 


to be continued 
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THE FAT CAT WHICH STOLE 
THE CHEESE 


There was once a fat, delusional cat, which broke into any 
house, if the door was open, to commandeer the cheese. The cat 
wasn’t just any cat, it was a special agent hired by the Society of 
Kind Nescient Animals, an organism recently registered with the 
Ruminant Society of the Quadruped Philosophers. Named the 
Cat-Tack, this agent could easily change its form, fly, swim and 
keep its breath for an hour, balley dance in the air, with its head 
turned against its own volition. It was a cat hero, a rebel, a Robin 
Hood of all the felines. The demand for cheese increased so much 
that the tranquilled, browned off, high order of the animals - 
distinguished cows, devoted sheep and meritorious goats - 
couldn’t keep up with it. The animals felt amazed, taken aback and 
considerably subjugated. They went on strike, opposing the sight 
in front of them, on a daily basis, ceaselessly. 

They refused to number the days forward, pretending to 
count them contrarily to the situation, against the clockwise. At 
the same time, the respected members of the sinuous, immaculate 
milk producers’ confraternity, stopped grazing green grass, 
petitioning a totally different colour, to suit their bucolic fantasies. 
Rosy pinkish, round and bouncy leaves of grass, pointy, spherical, 
square or triangular, blue and purple dotted, porcelained blades of 
grass were required to decorate the pastures. The farmers tried to 
force them accept the initial situation and give milk without 
questioning the authority, but the animals invoked their rights and 
stressed that, lately, scientists classified them as almost human. 

There was nothing else to be done about it. Soon, all the 
cheese in the country disappeared, and nobody really gave it the 
obligatory attention. “Where is the cheese?” was the capital 
question deployed in every book, broadcast or magazine. To recall 
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the former, harmonious circumstances, the officials decided to sell 
artificial cheese, moulded in conspicuous machineries, confident 
the buyers won’t comprehend. “They can’t afford to give the 
slightest caution”, the authorities decreed. The idea passed by the 
collection of the total number of ears contained by the gracious 
ladies of the Society of the Nescient Animals, crashing into a high 
stone wall, at the margin of the estate. The cunning turkey gave a 
completely useless speech on the role of waiting without hope, on 
the verge of the nearest void. 

Everybody went shopping and noticed the cheese is back on 
the shelves. Cheese was once again to be found in the quotidian 
sandwiches, pizzas, pastas and other meals. Children could 
masticate their sandwiches again at school, workers could gobble 
up their pizzas in various labour environments. Everybody felt the 
things seemed to get back to normal again, whatever that might 
be, or was intended, for an inadvertent course of time. One 
woman saw that, after a few days, the cheese changed its colour 
and squeezed like a rubber glove, huddling and hissing in a 
multitude of ways. Some varieties of cheese were slightly orange 
and grew mould spots on it. Others acquired a greenish crust, 
powdered with white traces, a few got pinkish. If melted in the 
oven, the cheese would arrange in geometrical shapes, lines, 
squares, triangles, circles, trapezoids, rhombuses, cuboids. It was, 
indeed, some kind of wonderful, added a spoonful of 
bewilderment and a dazzling quantity of abruptness. 

The observant woman, suspiciously wasting her time with 
unimportant analysis, called the Cheese Inspectors of the Curdled 
Milk, presenting them the strange phenomenon. A small, fat, old 
and bold headed man, with a red, round, tomato nose and a tall, 
skinny, owlish lady with a muzzle like a peg and thread thin lips 
arrived, arrogant, bored and annoyed to be bothered with such 
trifles. The lady was, particularly, deranged by the unsuitability of 
the complaint, way under her own capability and vast intelligence 
to unfold and become operational. Madam Supinsky kept her 
sharp, long nose up towards the ceiling, with the resilience and the 
muscular strength of a rugby player. Mounted on that 
monumental, spikey nose, the claimant could see a pair of round, 
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huge glasses, filled with thick lenses, a weird combination of 
spectacles, bicycle, portholes and microscopes. Out of the blue, 
the glasses slid down her nose, growing bigger and bigger, 
refocusing the lentils to the necessary position, rolling the wheels 
in the air. The old lady jumped on the peculiar mechanism, 
together with her colleague, and pedalled through the room, rising 
towards the ceiling. 

Madam Supinsky bowed her head down to stare through the 
lens, losing the hat. The claimant picked it up and threw it back 
again, when it turned into a white rabbit, crunching a carrot. 
Madam Supinsky muttered a spell and the carrot transformed into 
a ted notebook, to record Madam’s findings. “DSK three 
centimetres to the right, BCA three centimetres to the left and 
vice versa. Twelve fingers from the ceiling, five molecules of 
grumpy goat cheese remains on the wings of a dead fly. Vicious 
Cat’s hair on the window sill and atomic traces of blunderhead 
mice in the atmosphere”. The claimant was sent after a cup of 
fresh, unquestionable water. When she came back, they all 
disappeared in the obscure. She thought she heard a cat mewing 
conceitedly, narcissistically in the distance. The lady was so 
astound by the scrutiny that she forgot to close the window, 
leaving it almost imperceptibly closed or indistinguishably opened. 

That night, the Cat-Tack squeezed in through the elusive 
aperture, landing perpendicularly on the left side wall, with its 
hands curbed, the right one imitating a question mark. The left 
hand was still a quarter of a sentence, waiting for the full stop to 
appear. “Cheesy or not cheesy”, it uttered, stamping its second 
foot, revolving around itself. It stopped in an oblique pose, 
singing a tune backwards, holding a handkerchief between its 
teeth. The purple handkerchief turned into a bed sheet, waving its 
texture like a pond in the sunset, mirrored reversed. Waves of 
blood invaded its waters, whirling in the middle of its surface, 
hurricane. Then it all calmed down, without asking a single 
question. Cat-Tack disappeared into its own mind, deep as an 
ocean, muddy as a pond. Period. 
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ADDER WAIT 


Adder is a singular man, never accepting a plural. He is 
square, has four angles and walks alone, leaping in four directions, 
without getting tired. As you imagine, he is bidimensional, 
contradictory to the idea of tridimensionality. Don’t even think to 
extend over the demarcation line. “I will stick to my space, never 
fall into disgrace” he hums every time he is drawn on a white 
sheet of paper, awry, lopsided. When Adder cries of happiness, 
the teardrops are quadrilateral, slightly curbed above, where the 
main idea nestles. He then goes to sleep, folding his laterals one 
over the other, perfectly symmetrical. “Don’t disturb” he snores 
in solmization, hanging his thoughts on the sol key, abstract and 
flawlessly square. 

Last week, Adder was convoked by the Organization of the 
Uncurbed Euclidian Geometrical Forms to make a speech on 
“how to avoid to be reduced to a triangle when you oscillate”, 
powdering its pointy corners with fractions, without sneezing Xs 
and other unknown variables. He started his speech superbly, 
leaning aside, squashing himself dramatically, bouncing back 
gloriously, adding a plus and a formula on the top. Then a natural 
cataclysm occurred and Adder’s shape was modified by a 
monstrous pen, into a trapezoid. It was too much for him to 
endure, so he decided to defy all the mathematical laws and divide 
himself into two equal halves. The tragic adventure didn’t end, 
Adder being later crushed by a ruler, losing his consciousness. A 
parallelepiped woke him up, Adder finding himself a bitter 
rectangle. All his formulas had been changed absolutely, 
irrevocably, making his life rather unbearable. 

Flawed, the rectangle couldn’t meet the required standards, 
getting so nervous that it started to pulsate and turned into a 
window. The window was opened, brusquely, by a blast of wind, 
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brutally throwing it against the wall. Rain drops, hailstone and 
incredibly cold air invaded the void contained by its almost 
materialized framework. White shards of all sizes and shapes were 
pulverized in the absolute time and space, surpassing the 
Euclidian distance. Relativity was abolished, the concrete assaulted 
the unknown for more than expected. Nevertheless, the space- 
time around the Earth remained warped and twisted, vibrating 
elusively, as if breathing. “Where are your”, Adder asked himself, 
without getting an answer. Not even the echo bothered to 
multiply in mockery. “Why are you hiding?”. Still no answer. 
Irritated beyond measure, Adder realized he wasn’t transparent 
anymore, if held against the light. He felt profoundly, utterly 
miserable, shedding inverted tears in a diverted direction. Curious 
dark shadows were thrown onto himself by a giant, broken 
fountain pen, laughing diabolically. Adder tried to avoid the 
catastrophe, asking the rubber to erase it, but there was nothing 
left to be done, truly a tragic and overtly impossible result to an 
exasperating equation. Adder closed his eyes, finding himself zz the 
beginning, formless and empty, undulating over the surface of the deep. And 
it was so since then. Adder was now created im the image, or maybe 
beside it, quite possible a superimposed one. It could have been a 
carbon copy, the darkness stinging his eyes, rather too soon, 
somewhat too late, quite constantly, probably till the end. 


42 


A DIPLOMATIC INCIDENT 


A few stripes of Cardia, entire Aior with a K proudly 
marching ahead, half of Comosa, the under aged middle and the 
stormy end of the Parcatia Mountains, three thirds of Saraw and 
many others decided to gather at a secret meeting. It happened a 
few centimetres into Friday, afterwards Thursday was pushed into 
the chronological abyss, mercilessly. The infamous crime was 
committed when the iron ore slept deeply underground, 
tormented by endless nightmares, without the slightest idea of 
what is going on above, behind its back, or in any other direction. 
The diplomatic event was officially opened by the dance of a rusty 
can of beans and sausages drown into sugary, poisonous fats. A 
huge rat came out of the blue, attacking the innocent sausages, 
which started to run away in panic, screaming: “We are the 
musketeers defending our beloved princess, the Divine Canju, 
created at the beginning of time, two-headed — one long dark- 
haired, the other one medium brown — similarly vicious and mean. 
Don’t wash our tomato sauce without asking permission”. 

Suddenly, they fell down and died, offended by being ordered 
to be served piping hot to a group of poor, disabled, shabby 
monks, chased away by the newest bill, infamously stipulating the 
right to move backwards, never forwards, nor aside. It was time 
then for the greatest speech of the human history, thoroughly 
disregarded by vegetation and wildlife, blatantly discriminated. 
Trying to maintain neutral, the sun ran away in panic, stumbling 
upon an insignificant crest, crushing the moon and a cohort of 
dwarf stars, during its fall. The entire world population got tanned 
in just one minute and five seconds. They all poured down on the 
streets, requesting that the new dress code after work should be 
the swimming suit with bra for all genders, willy-nilly. The Prefabs 
were called to assess the incident, appreciated for their stiff 
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consistency and their unrivalled resistance to humidity and other 
meteorological factors. 

In other words, they would never succumb through alteration 
or putrefaction, neither smashed by uncontrollable emotions, 
remaining consistent to themselves. Free sessions of aerobics were 
offered for those weighing over two hundred kilograms, dental 
whitening for the toothless, hairstyling for the hairless, child 
minding for the childless. And the list could fill two million plastic 
sacks lying motionless on the pavement. An unvarying euphoria 
spread across the world, propagating through the veins, 
intertwined and tied with a red ribbon at each end. It was breath- 
taking and absolutely superb to witness such a great moment of 
history, one small step for a man, one giant leap for mankind. The 
process called Translunar injection started, with peace and hope for all 
mankind. 
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THE CELLOPHANES 


Once upon a time, there was a huge cellophane globe, 
suspended by the ceiling with a thick rope, solidly anchored with 
at least one Gordian knot. Even though not visible for the 
untrained eye, an entire world existed inside, organized in states, 
institutions, families or partnerships, online networks and ruthless 
street criminality. This unimagined cellophane reality was hanging 
upside down, reason why its inhabitants were oriented head 
downwards, being able to move around using a polyester cylinder 
glued on their foreheads. The cellophanes were shadow contours 
formed by the exterior light, reflected from a window facing a 
completely unknown external environment. Hermetically sealed, 
the overwhelming majority of the cellophanes were fully unaware 
of neither the room are hanging in, nor the outside world. 

The room, a glass walled cube, was episodically occupied by a 
collective of political bidimensional paper individuals, stuck 
together with an infinite band of sellotape. Here, they hosted 
international conferences about the menaces of the unknown 
reality, outside the window. Their greatest scare regarded the 
catastrophe of an accidentally opened or cracked window, 
calamity which would provoke a terrible current of air, potentially 
disrupting their fragile, unstable position in space. After 
sctupulous calculations deployed by a group of addicted 
bureaucrats, chaired by a retired amputee, the council decided to 
shield the window with a layer of togs, pressed against it by a 
catdboard bulldozer. Working at this unprecedented security 
project, the window was fissured by an imprudent alcoholic 
worker. 

One day, in great awe, the bidimensional paper society 
discovered among them a different one, extended in three 
directions, preparing to add a new one to its shape, invisible for 
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the others. The paper, named Repo, could see what was 
happening in four cardinal points, keeping a detailed log of all the 
events deployed in the room. Repo had noticed a certain 
viciousness, combined with a shocking lack of responsibility, a 
great greed and a paedophilic tendency among the inhabitants of 
the glass cube. It used to exchange information about the facts 
with a triangular shadow inside the cellophane globe. They had a 
connection beyond the window, a tree branch which 
accommodated an owl every night, in charge with encoding the 
data and disseminate it, globally. 

When the papers’ community realized the window is fissured, 
they decided to retain Repo and blame it for the deed. They 
squelched Repo, especially the alcoholic excavator driver, which 
was the most vocal with its accusations. They escorted Repo 
outside their society, in a dark corner, where he could not bother 
them anymore. Gradually, air, sounds and odours started to 
penetrate the room. A claustrophobic politician who felt trapped 
inside started to interpret Boris Godunov opera in a bel canto style, 
as a mezzo-soprano, hollowing the fissures. 

A strong, fresh gust of air made its way inside, casting shards 
in all directions, passing through the papers, pushed aside, pierced 
and ripped all over. Repo anchored one of his sides with a 
pinhead on the wall, acquiring sufficient stability to resist to the 
flow of air. He did not end carried away as the other papers, 
continuing the diary. The cellophane globe was suddenly yanked, 
vacuumed out of the window, carried away by the wind, stopping 
in Big Ben’s Clock Tower, popping out with a fizzle. You can read 
Repo’s logbook, it went global, published by the owl on Internet. 
After the glass window ceded, the physical reality and its 
petception needed an innovative approach, outlined in a new 
world order. 
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THE EUPHORIC HEDGEHOG 


The euphoric hedgehog endowed with metallic spikes lives in 
a canister, rolling its way on the chosen route, using an enamel 
pedal, connected to its ear-drum through a disposable fork and a 
peppercorn. All day long, the hedgehog is busy to produce fresh 
blood, poured every two hours in an inflated surgery glove with 
glasses. Deposited there, the blood screams in horror, cursing, 
insulting, threatening with reports and investigations. Magnetic 
bombs explode from three different directions, the blood being, 
finally, drained through a shower head. The phenomenon repeats 
every couple of hours, causing the outrage of two laminated 
chipboard pigeonholes, strategically placed to report on the status 
quo. The pigeonholes are utterly dishonest, hiding two candid 
cameras, shaped as a fingerprint and a thumbtack on the upper 
and bottom shelf, which have ears and toes attached, for an 
effective camouflage. 

The cameras collect data for the chief, Eaves Sarmago, 
master of the pluvial waters. Their descent is engineered and 
directed towards the ground, according to the mathematical 
statistics embroidered on the back of a giant silk worm. The worm 
transmits the information to the chief’s personal assistant, a balaur 
who has taken refuge in a pink porcelain toilet tank. The data is 
sent in kilograms, sometimes tones, through a mutant floor 
created out of woven straws, saliva, chicken breast cubes and 
cement powder. When the data is completely transferred, the 
balaur activates the alarm, a bicycle horn cloned with a sneeze, a 
yell and a mobile ringtone. The building starts shaking, the toilet 
tank coughing, spitting out unsmoked cigarettes, powdered grass, 
flour, donkey bellows and hoofs. 

The walls move up and down, upsetting the ceiling, afraid it 
could change position with the despised floor, masticated by an 
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ancient, alien, carnivore plant in the forsaken past. A headless toy 
soldier fires a gun, a squirrel perversely dusts the walls with its 
bushy tail, singing a patriotic song dedicated to blind mice, while 
the chandelier repeatedly utters its most secret desire, to land on 
the moon, cracking crunchy tiles on a half charbroiled tray. One 
day, the alarm got stuck and the thoughtless, overweight balaur 
had to make a personal phone call to her nanny. A string of rain 
drops refused to go through the eaves, claiming that it is 
discriminated. The balaur was reported to the official control 
body, being promised an exotic holiday in Tunis, after a brave exit 
under the floor. 
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THE MICROSCOPIC DINOSAUR 


Dino was a microscopic dinosaur brought up in an obscure, 
tiny, ancient bottle, forgotten on a non-existent island. The island 
was supposed to be rectangular, shaped as a table, with very sharp 
corners, ornamented with Acacia thorns, crepe paper pockets and 
large stone snails. If it were real, it would have been estimated to 
find there quite vast fields cultivated with teeth and fangs of all 
sizes, to feed the poor vegetarian alligators preserved there since 
the biblical flood. They evaded from Noah’s Ark, afraid he would 
kindly, politely and absolutely incidentally subject them to genetic 
experiments, transforming them into protozoan parasites and 
molecular saws. That would have been completely heart-breaking 
for them. The two alligators, which forcibly formed a couple, 
named Aldee and Gottopr, almost died floating randomly on the 
diluvial waters, verbally and physically abused by buildings’ 
remains. On the last day, they were terribly shocked to be 
obscenely caressed by broken superior members of statues. 

What was unbearable for them was to be gossiped by 
cadavers. Curiously, the corpses smelled good, as if immersed into 
French perfume. They had their eyes opened towards the sky, 
watching the triangular birds scratching their noses. The ante- 
diluvial avian endothermic vertebrates had round, spongy, black 
noses, out of which fake plastic tree roots emerged. The wings 
were placed instead of their feet and the eyes were situated on 
their bellies, moving around in regular circles, repeated 
continuously. The birds had to fly with their heads rigidly oriented 
upside down, screw-driven in great haste, just before the deluge 
started. The creation project was still a work in progress, 
precipitously interrupted by malefic forces. Some of them had 
their heads solidly attached to their bodies, most of them being 
left with the throat exposed to massive acid rainfall. Their rusty 
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eyes, in variable degrees, wept in purple and red ink, symmetrically 
quantified, flowing in curves and hieroglyphs, watering the dental 
organic cultures. 

The alligators’ congregation have a national anthem 
consisting in an endless series of hiccups, interrupted by sudden 
roars. The national coats of arms reproduces an egg crushed by a 
huge hammer, dropped down from the highest tower, at the same 
time. This episode dates back to the mythical times, when the 
ancestors considered common sense that the egg had sufficient 
time to hatch itself, liberating a fully grown, mature hen, before 
hitting the ground. This proves the fair play, the equality of 
chances and the total lack of discrimination, transferred into their 
national sport, the contest between the kind hearted hammer and 
the ungrateful egg. Even though the egg always ends broken, it is 
officially considered the winner, a title never contested. The 
crushed egg shells are praised and rewarded with a cracked 
bucketful of the best teeth harvest, during a violent earthquake, 
after squeezing a rubber lemon in a collective ceremony. 

It took five centuries to wait for the perfect seismic activity, 
compulsory for the teeth to be convinced they are ripened, thus 
consenting to be deracinated, terribly trampled down, cursed and 
powdered with baseball bats. In normal conditions, when not 
involved in the national sport, the teeth are harvested when 
freshly chopped, fried, neither too hot, nor too cold, breathing 
through small pores produced by worms in their membrane, 
covered by yummy, breaded, golden crust. The teeth are expected 
to say a prayer, thanking the eaters for eating them, 
wholeheartedly, while being chewed with the nails and thrusted 
inside the stomachs, hanging outside the alligators’ chest, as 
deflated balls. Someone else has to witness the situation, usually 
the eater’s partner, who is honoured to punch the anatomical ball, 
before and after the swallow. 

The winning egg lying pulverized on the ground is, usually, 
given a post it paper note with a name, a date, an hour and a room 
to go to and wait for further instructions. If it really wanted to, it 
was supposed the egg could put itself together in a fraction of a 
second, totally positive and without remorse, heading 
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automatically towards that direction. If not, it was more than 
obvious that the egg refused the prize. The eggs never raise to the 
nation’s expectations, becoming the public enemy. Some alligators 
even pick up atomic remains, shaking them with mice rictuses, 
hen claws, dog hair and cow moos, convinced that this potion 
brings fortune and everlasting happiness. 

Once upon a time, something unbelievable happened, a teeth 
lot refused to be eaten, causing the outrage of the entire 
population. The teeth sat almost naked in the sunshine, drinking 
Margaritas, tickling each other with a stainless steel needle. They 
even created their own political party, ideology and religion, based 
on the idea of puking every night at twelve o’clock sharp, standing 
on their heads. The main belief was in the broken spine of a 
geological monster, preserved segmented in a huge bottomless 
drawer. When they realized the sacred relics are gone, they 
decreed a universal holiday, authenticated by an official 
communique, stating that the spine had been claimed by a manic- 
depressive Cretaceous creature. 
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A HAPPY MOOING COW 


The Happy Mooing Cow couldn’t stop laughing with an 
enormous mouth, she got a new job as a secretary in an 
institution. The night before reporting for duty, she dreamt about 
how she would sit down, all day long, on an ergonomic chair, with 
the udder up in the air, enamelling her four hoofs with pinkish, 
bubbling hearts. The hearts lifted her above the desk, bumping the 
horns against the ceiling, piercing it in two equal points. The two 
holes were completed by other punctures, till a collection of 
perforations was produced, allowing the rain to fall inside. 

The Happy Mooing Cow woke up early in the morning, ate all 
she had deposited in her fridge: four loaves of bread (very white, 
white, brown, wholegrain), five boxes of highly fat cheese spread, 
two salamis, two kilograms of smoked bacon, twenty poached eggs, 
ten bars of chocolate, a bucketful of coffee sweetened with six 
handfuls of refined sugar, emulsified with three cans of double 
whipped cream. She belched ten times, letting horrifying sounds out 
of her overblown belly, scaring the passers-by on the street. 
However, it was not enough, she needed more, reason for she 
statted pouring a storm of tears, producing a domestic flood. The 
salty teardrops reached her udder, causing a nasty irritation and a 
weird walk, with the legs obliquely spread aside. 

Arriving at the premises, she was fingerprinted, 
photographed, searched for lice, had the udder verified, where the 
committee discovered the rash. The leader of the committee, a 
robust horse named The Whoopee Doo Stallion, declared her 
adequate for the activity, mainly due to her stoutness. She was 
round, her upper and lower members resembling big, stuffed 
sausages, ready to be engulfed by a hungry hyena. The new 
secretary was installed in a narrow hallway connecting the 
management offices, in a profile position, where she could easily 
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be seen through the glassy door. The Happy Mooing Cow was 
very proud of her office, which, actually, was just a passage to and 
from the other rooms used by the management to make the best 
decisions for the institution. 

They all had to squeeze by the secretary, rubbing against her 
huge body which filled all the hallway. In a few days, the 
ovetweight cow developed a neurosis, prompting her to eat even 
more food than before. To supply her room-sized refrigerator, the 
cow needed more money and regular salary raises. Permanently 
refused and postponed with fake promises, the cow felt oppressed 
and turned bitter, mischievous, scheming and exceedingly envious. 
A suspicious email was sent once, prompting in-depth 
investigations. She reported to the management that she observed 
a pervert Mr. Fox peeping on her when processing data with the 
udder swaying down. She told the accused the claim would stop if 
he paid a generous sum of money. Ten thousand pounds leaked 
out of Mr. Fox’s possession into her account, one thousand per 
month retained from his wages. Soon, the secretary gained the 
reputation of an exploiting, injudicious cow, hated by everybody, 
including herself, who could not stand the idea of looking into the 
mirror to see her chubby body. Instead, she maintained illusions 
of a rare beauty, picturing herself into her mind as a desirable, 
slim, beautiful woman. 

Each illusion was marked with a new series of punctures in 
the ceiling, till it disappeared completely. Visitors coming to 
enquire at the management office were surprised to notice a vast, 
windy, dark gulf above their heads. The employees never cared to 
worty about the ceiling’s complete absence, they got used to 
seeing it, bit by bit, and it appeared customary to them. The first 
big trouble arose when the Happy Mooing Cow fell in love with a 
muddy pig, who nurtured temporary feelings for a brown 
miniature schnauzer. One of the managers fell for an athletic deer, 
while the other one developed an obsession for a younger stud, 
searching for cheap thrills and easy prey consumed smoked, as 
pastrami. Profoundly unhappy in their love lives, they all enlisted 
for an exotic religious sect. 
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LLAMA GLAMA 


Addax Nasomaculatus is a middle aged screwhorne antelope, 
tall and robust, trying hard to create the impression it is a llama. It 
lives in the vibrant community of the Artiodactyla Bovidae 
Hippotraginae. According to Zooarchaelogy, the science of faunal 
remains, Addax Nasomaculatus’ history? goes back thousands of 
years BC, pictures of the species being discovered in ancient 
Egyptian tombs. Whenever Addax walks down the street, it leaves 
a chilly trace behind. Mainly due to her spiralled horns, it looks 
like a bad omen, a satanic celebrant invoking the dark powers to 
invade the Artiodactyla settlement. In any moment, it is expected 
to turn into a bat, overflying the dwellings. 

Besides the rumour that Addax is a llama, no one 
understands the reason why it displays an attitude of a singular, 
unique individual, endowed with special powers and influence, 
overlooking the others in a dissimulated indifference. It could be 
an impression given by her twisted horns, prolonged upwards, in a 
spiralled shape, appearing somehow non-static. One of its 
acquaintances could nearly swear, after a few pints of beer, that it 
saw the horns spiralling, but nobody took it seriously. It went on 
saying that it noticed Addax at a pagan metal event, a musical 
genre consisting in a mixture of rock and old folk music. Indeed, 
Addax likes to go to pagan metal festivals during the summer with 
her friends, usually females, where they drink alcohol and 
consume Chloris Gayana. 


2 “Tn ancient times, the addax occurred from Northern Africa through Arabia 
and the Levant. Pictures in a tomb, dating back to the 2500 BCE show at 
least the partial domestication of the addax by the ancient Egyptians. These 
pictures show addax and some other antelopes tied with ropes to stakes”, 
EOL, Encyclopaedia of Life, 
http://eol.org/pages/331074/hierarchy_entries/24914783/details#cite_ref- 
iwe_6-0. 
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Alarmed by the neighbours’ repeated noise reports and by 
Addax’s claims its house is haunted by a malicious lepricon, 
determined to discover its deepest secrets, a tiger from a local 
radio station tracked all its phone calls, emails, text messages. It 
even installed a few cameras and microphones inside its house, 
pretending to be a cable guy called to fix its deranged line. After a 
while, a series of enthralling phenomena could be observed. Just 
after midnight, a light spark appeared, accompanied by a faint, 
joyful tune. The spark flied in the house, apparently dancing and 
singing the llama song. Comparing a series of recordings, it 
became obvious that it was Addax which carried a small candle, 
dressed in a devil suit, with dramatic horns and fork. 

Next moment, Addax started a big fire in the hearth, Putting 
the candle down on the floor, near a bucket of alcohol, Addax 
would dance around it, kicking the walls with the hooves, 
bellowing on the rhythm of pagan metal music, quaffing from the 
bucket. The hubbub and bustle produced eventually woke up the 
neighbours, alarmed that a carnivore predator might have invaded 
Addax’s house. It would then freak out on the floor, napping 
inebriated till the morning. Addax never remembers what happens 
during these frantic nights, being convinced that a wicked lepricon 
is determined to pull its leg. 
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BELISARIUS 


Most of its career, Anicius Manlius, the Rottweiler, was part 
of dangerous military missions in conflict zones. Returning back 
to his country, somewhere in Belize Islands, in Hen and Chicken 
Cays, it was sent to obey the orders of an Alpha lady dog. Stilicho 
was a cross breed of a Sussex Spaniel and an emaciated English 
Greyhound, as evil as an ogre, a truly canine version of Cruella de 
Vil. Some rebel dogs spread the rumour that Stilicho served an 
ancient secret organization named Flavius Belisarius. Whenever 
angry, Stilicho would go and bark at the pack, foaming at the 
mouth, with shagey fur, horrifying fangs and bloody eyes. It 
enjoyed to patrol on the streets, together with its guards, peering 
into every kennel, searching for victims to torment, thus satisfying 
its sadistic tendencies. They had built a dreadful network of stray 
dogs with contact points in every institution and on every street, 
operating according to the smart swarm intelligence strategy. 

The last dramatic scene played in Stilicho’s residential kennel 
was quite a show. All the hounds and bows-bows were around, 
waiting to fanatically execute its orders. It seemed Stilicho trained 
them using Pavlov’s classical conditioning and the traditional 
punishment and reward scheme. Whenever the hounds didn’t put 
the commands into effect, it would subject them to atrocious 
famine, while for putting the instructions in action were given 
delicious bones. This time, Stilicho’s problem was related to the 
lack of interest shown by Altra in rolling over and exposing its 
belly for a rub or two, at her command. After months and months 
of various attempts to make Altra roll, the leadership came to the 
conclusion that it would never happen, Altra wouldn’t expose its 
belly. There was nothing else they could do about it, Altra was not 
fit for the tasks set according to the regulations agreed by the 
secret society of Flavius Belisarius, founded while this general, one 
of the Uimus Romanorum, was imprisoned. 
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Stilicho suggested Altra that it would never be accepted there, 
calling to be listened to, insistently. Stilicho behaved as if Hen and 
Chicken Cays was the centre of the universe, the unique point in 
space, entirely under its control, even though it did not own it. 
Stilicho ruled it with a pack of vicious dogs, ready to do whatever 
they were told to. The scheming was plotted together with a 
mendacious bulldog, a dark Sloughi and an Itallian Cane Corso. 
The reason was a bark call uttered by the distracted bulldog, long 
after the gathering announced, a confusing situation noticed by 
Altra. The Rottweiler was called to escort the other one outside, 
expatriated to More Hick’s Cayes. Anicius Manlius was very proud 
of the accomplished mission, wagging its tail in the lobby, waiting 
for the well-deserved bone and the next assignment. 
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BREE T-SHIRT AND THE ENGLISH DIARY 


Bree T-Shirt is an eccentric blogger, a great amateur of 
women, drinks, exotic food and travelling around the world. 
Nobody has ever seen him and nobody knows his nationality or 
ethnicity. As far as I've been informed, he is currently located in 
England, although it is not one hundred percent certain. Sincerely, 
I strongly doubt his existence, he could be the imaginary extension 
of some fiction writing maniac, determined to mislead us all. 
Besides wasting time playing cards, drinking and chasing women, 
he likes to put down a few words about his adventures, which he 
himself, conceitedly, considers captivating for readers. What this 
wanderer wants to know is the way people live, eat, sleep, work, 
study and entertain in modern England, trying to compare their 
contemporary life with the records of Shakespeare, Austen, 
Thackeray, Dickens and many more. Easily jaded, he would then 
go somewhere else, curious to see other countries and cultures. 

One day, I have found a few pages scribbled on a crumpled 
school notebook, in black ink, some words being underlined in 
green pen, sporadically. Unfortunately, the first entries in his diary 
are lost, being written in an unknown language or code, a long string 
of oblique, horizontal, vertical lines, dotted at the beginning and in 
the middle of the row. It completely does not make any sense, it 
could be the result of a raw debauch. After reading a few pages, I 
tend to believe that Bree T-Shirt is a heavy drinker, trying to act 
funny and dissimilar in an awkward way. He utterly hates normality, 
flinging himself into scandalous frolicness, just to project a different 
image of himself, terrified he would be swallowed by an enormous 
monster he keeps running away from. 

The story starts at the end of May, rather a cold period for 
this month, expected to be sunny, serene, certainly not cloudy and 
definitely not sunk in heavy rainfall. Since I have found the notes 
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buried under the old, frail wooden floor, exposed for plumbing 
urgencies, new, fresh writings are regularly introduced under the 
front door by a mysterious person, feeding my imagination and, 
consequently, my blog entries. Last Sunday morning, I prepared 
myself to watch whoever passes by my front door, adamant to 
catch the lunatic trying to break into my mind, to control it. What 
if I caught a fictional disease, inflaming, consuming my 
imagination, like a psychological worm, trying to drive me crazy, 
then confine me to a sanatorium? 

Anyway, I have spent lots of days planted as a palm tree near 
the window, but nothing happened, just the usual parade of ever 
changing foreign neighbours, easy women, pregnant unmarried 
mothers, babies crying, all sorts and models of prams, the old 
disabled neighbour in his chair, children going to school. 
Carefully, I will reproduce Bree T-Shirt’s writings in great detail, 
without modifying it or omitting something uncomfortable. We 
apologize for any inconvenience, whatsoever, and advise the 
profound reader, without hidden thoughts, to drink a cup of tea 
every two pages, to calm her/his delicate nerves. 


Tiegible date 1 

One day, I went outside for a walk. I followed a straight line, stepping 
equal distances, without looking back. Suddenly, people and animals hurried 
towards me from all over, carrying horns on their heads. It could have been 
Plastic or wooden horns, but I thought I've heard a real roar. It scared me and 
something like an unidentified polymer figure came out of my chest, fhing 
away. | coughed, but had to follow it to put it back and rose above the houses, 
towards the sky, as an used bag carried away by the wind. 


Tiegible date 2 

From up above, I saw an ancient stone city. I commanded the stones to 
rearrange in a different shape, maybe a cube. While the stones repositioned 
themselves, I remembered an antique song about forgotten heroes and their 
battles. Murmuring it, I floated above every stone tile, to show its direction. 
The gesture wasn't appreciated, being considered over controlling. A weird 
monster appeared out of the blue, attracted by my song. It wanted to have a 
proper conversation according to the etiquette, informing me about literature 
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and essays written thousands of years ago. The ideas were interesting, maybe I 
can use some of them in my future writings, giving breaking news about the 
most obscure past, buried under multiple layers of earth and illusion. 


Tiegible date 3 

Frightened, I slowly turned my back to the monster, looking over the 
shoulder to see every move it makes. The monstrous creature was hideous, had 
twelve heads, each one with three poisonous tongues, spitting fire. It was a 
prehistoric dragon, materialized from somebody’s imagination, I seriously 
doubt it could have been mine. Or maybe it was a projection of the memories 
of the earlier people buried there. Every head represented an extinct 
civilization, with its ridiculous, strange or cruel customs. I opened my mouth to 
Speak to the monster, when it made me disappear. 


Legible date 4 

I took a golden sword and I pierced the monsters abdomen, screaming 
hatefully: “Die, abomination”. I was a knight, crusading through the 
darkness of the spirit, fighting like Hercules with horrible creatures. That very 
moment, the dragon burst, allowing the light to hit my eyes. I got out of the 
monster and there it was another one in front of my eyes, and then another 
one, infinitely multiplied. Comprised of sacred madness, I killed the monsters, 
leaving an ocean of warm blood behind. 


Tiegible date 5 

The monster came again, took me on his wings and we flew away, 
landing near a seaside harbour, where I saw crowds of people fighting. They 
were throwing rough words towards each other, their yells turning into stones 
when reaching the other side. Some of the stoned words took different colours 
and forms, expressing animal body parts. Curiously, getting closer the head, 
the stones turned back into words, entering the ears forcefully, giving the 
Listeners terrible headaches. People’s cravings started to take shape as various 
creatures — donkeys’ bodies, dogs’ heads, bulls’ ears, horses’ hooves, cats’ tails. 
They flew behind them, projected as almost invisible shadows. I could feel the 
creatures’ presence assaulting me from all sides, tormenting me. The creatures 
made me their hostage, chaining me with unseen ties, laughing terribly every 
time I had the courage to tell somebody about their existence. More and more 
crowds gathered together till they made a formless, anonymous mass of people, 
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joined together with ropes and glue. At a sign, the bulk of furious people 
started to fight, dividing itself in two sides, opposing each other. One half was 
swept away by a huge ocean wave, dragging the other half after it. It was the 
end of the world, the tectonic plates started to shudder, swallowing countries, 
reshaping continents. 


legible date 6 

Today a great storm came into town, wearing wooden stilts, fixed into 
metallic rings, and a yellow raincoat with two hideous pockets, where a colony 
of penguins were hiding, sobbing terribly. The storm was a horrible creature, 
its face painted in drained watercolours, coming down the yellow, plastic 
raincoat, pinned with small, feeble insects’ legs. I shouted at it and the storm 
quickly disappeared into the left pocket. It kept watching me till I added that 
I am very busy for the moment. The monstrous creature finally left, crying, 
looking disillusioned over its right shoulder. I am not sure it did not have three 
shoulders and five legs, but this is completely subjective, as we are talking 
about a monster here. 


Tiegible date 7 

I found an oddball duck-billed platypus swimming in my bath tub 
yesterday, laughing and speaking to its imaginary friend, a freakish half devil- 
half spider creature, round and hairy, about ten centimetres diameter. I have 
never scientifically verified the existence of this fictitious character, even though 
I chased it armed with a ruler in each hand, plus one în my mouth. However, 
I think I have felt it crawling under my bed a few times. It scratches the panel 
doing leg cycles, singing patriotic communist songs, glorifying Ceausescu the 
dictator together with his first lady. In the next moment, it started to scream, 
protesting against the monthly destruction of 10.000 platypus families to 
kidnap the puppies. A shop went on fire. 


Tiegible date 8 

Tomorrow, I have to attend an international conference organized by the 
Community of Bugs without Boundaries, in the basement of a deserted pre- 
war shoes factory. I admit, I don’t really feel welcomed there, quite contrarily, I 
think they invited me to secretly mock me in coded jokes, communicated 
through bizarre antennas’ movements. I know they are insects which can be 
crushed with a few stampings of the feet, but there are so many of them. I will 
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think about a plan to stand up to them, uttering a discourse which could seem 
encomiastic, being rather contemptuous beyond the eleventh level of meaning, 
tenuous to them. 


Tiegible date 9 

A few days ago, a plastic pig waited for me outside the door to tell me 
that it urgently needs money. It was very hungry, not eating for the last two 
days, which is why the piggy nibbled my left shoe tip. Its plastic teeth screeched 
gnawing, corroding the shoe, making it unwearable. It needed the money for its 
piglet, to pay the rent to the sty, the bills and to buy food. I felt pity for its 
situation and rather guilty I could not help, even though the diligent pig 
assisted me with the writings for the last five months. I had sufficient money in 
my pockets, but I could not find enough will to take it out. I really didn’t feel 
like, but my hand slightly moved towards that direction, covering almost half 
of the distance. Instead, I politely reassured it is always welcomed to arrange 
my papers, I know that makes it inconceivably happy. The pig left, smashing 
its head against the walls. Regretfully, I watched the disillusioned pig getting 
lost in the distance, but, in fact, it îs its own problem. 


legible date 10 

A snail was smoking outside my garden window this morning. I opened the 
window, shouting at it to go away or, at least, put down the cigarette. The snail 
flinched, popping the eyes off its horns. Muttering a long string of incomprehensible 
sounds, the snail started moving away in slow motion. It gave the impression it 
was still static, so I started to swear: “Shut up and move it, scum!”. A raptor 
plunged down, catching the smoking snail into its claws. 


legible date 11 

The news today were about a toy doll found raped, stabbed twenty times 
all over its body. Its face was wildly beaten with a baseball bat. The dress was 
torn, stained with ketch-up, mustard and hot chocolate. The doll’s mechanism 
was still functioning, moving its left arm chaotically. A little girl phoned the 
TV station, claiming the doll belongs to her and she wants it back. The 
management proposed to offer her a brand new doll, in perfect condition, able 
to tell bed time stories, as they wanted to keep the agoressed doll in their 
collection. The girl accepted the gift, which was sent to her home by mail. 
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legible date 12 

Today afternoon, an expectant Coarse Wool Sheep was sweeping the 
garbage off the pavement in front of its rent house, where it usually smokes 
nith its friends. They use to throw their cigarette butts down the street, rather 
yelling than bleating. When it cleans after them, once a week, the sheep only 
sweeps the pavement, ignoring the street. The sheep is not married, has two 
little lambs and a new male partner, expecting a new lamb. Sheep are made to 
consume grass in all sorts of ways, not to think too much, life has to be lived 
at the full, so I’ve been told. On the other side, the former neighbours, a 
Suffolk sheep flock, used to burn huge piles of hay inside their house. Ive 
never asked them why, but the smoke got inside my house through the walls, 
giving me terrible headaches, making me puke. They left and somebody else 
came, a single Southdown mom with three noisy lambs and a big dog, pooing 
all over my garden, as well as theirs. They left, too, giving way to a group of 
international friends. 


Tiegible date 13 

On Saturday, two stinky men were talking to an ajar door, asking it a 
series of uncomfortable questions. The door kept denying, creaking, intending 
to close itself, but unfortunately it was forcibly held by an invisible person 
located inside. One man had a black fox on its back, the animal curling its 
soft tail around his neck. The other one was listening to the animal, which 
kept whispering several instructions in his ears. 


legible date 14 

Next week, there îs a local festival focused on eating as many sausage 
rolls as possible. The winner is rewarded with the right to eat six boxes of 
sausage rolls per month at the local pastry shop, for a year. If I won the 
contest, I would count on stocks to feed the colony of mice which took over my 
back garden. In the evening, one of them comes inside the house and tells me 
all the adventures encountered on the way. I am very interested in this, that’s 
why I record it, meticuloush, with my smart phone. I intend to publish it, as 
soon as possible. 


Tiegible date 15 
„A bee swarm, known for its passion to dance swing, all day long, has 
established nearby. They call themselves The Pollinators in the Pollination 
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Nation, being busy to create, protect and serve Pollinator Partnerships. They 
think they have the right to attack other bee hives in hostile takeover actions. 
They throw swing parties, drinking, smoking and dancing till they fall down. 
The drone bees abuse the bees in every way, never allowed to protest against 
this outraging behaviour. The bees carry all the responsibilities, while the drone 
bees have all the rights. 


Tiegible date 16 

A group of mutant scientists were analysing the ethics of cloning a 
human embryo nith an elephant one, trying to see what the result would be. 
They used a special computer programme to simulate the effect, broadcasted 
live on international TV stations. Five hundred women protested for the right 
to be used as hosts for this experiment, stating that mixed cloned embryos have 
the right to existence as much as the normal ones. One of them got hysterical 
and committed suicide on the spot. The video went viral. 


legible date 17 

Olaf the snow man arrived in town today, giving statements on TV. His 
snowy hair was styled in intentional disorder, this studied naive look being 
supplemented with a pair of black intellectual glasses. His new image was 
imposed by its PR, a polar bear. Lately, Olaf was involved in a scandal 
regarding international corruption and bribery. Last month, his best friend, 
the octopus, invited him to a party, where he was offered a suitcase stuffed with 
fresh carrots and shiny black buttons, to replace the old ones. He was free to 
eat a few carrots if he wanted to, or sell it on the black market for white snow 
dust, to increase its immaculate appearance. 


Tiegible date 18 

A mosquito was chasing a Nazi beetle with the intention to retain it 
and refer it to the international justice institutions. The beetle was accused of 
unimaginable acts of cruelty against a population of harmless flying insects, 
renowned for their natural magnetism. The cruel bug blackmailed the insect 
horde to send the prettiest young females to its secret residency, where were Rept 
prisoners in an endless plastic tube. The strict rules forbade the hostages to 
breathe more than a fixed quantity of air per person and per day, thus 
subjecting the insects to atrocious sufferings. 
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Legible date 19 

A mentally ill bull swooped downtown today, challenging the citizens to 
find the best toreador they have to fight it. The unbalanced bull rubbed its 
huge, frightening horns against the county council hall, threatening to break 
inside. The incident was broadcasted live by an anonymous TV station. The 
most famous bullfighter in the world watched the news while eating the 
breakfast, chewing the bread and butter with the utmost contempt. He started 
to see red in front of his eyes, stood up at once and headed towards the city 
centre. Seeing him, the mentally ill bull invited the toreador to dance a rhumba 
together. 


Tiegible date 20 

„A group of extinct gods made appearance in a crowded market today. 
They danced and sang praise songs in a ridiculous way, making everybody 
laugh. One of them proposed the others to visit the local school, but he was 
refused. Disappointed, merely out of spite, the offended god made himself 
invisible, breaking entrance into the school, where he imprinted his image on a 
textile towel. He repudiated the invitation to go away, invoking the freedom of 
religion and the freedom of movement from the other world to this one. 
Disarmed, the authorities gave the rebel, non-operational god the permission to 
remain there until further notice. 


legible date 21 

Tonight a cock pulled the strings and evaded from home towards the 
nearest convenience store to buy a bag of cheap seeds. The wife ran after him, 
sure there was something fishy about it. In the shop, a foreign hen came from 
behind, cackling loudly with another one, stirring its plumage. They located at 
the first cashier, alternating cackles with a series of theatrical sighs, fluttering 
the eyelashes. It wasn't sure the hen wanted to dramatically lay an egg live, 
even though the camera was out of order. A suspicious cock was waiting 
outside with white headphones in his ears. 


legible date 22 

Today, the letters met together to make an important decision regarding 
race and ethnicity. Letter A1 was the chairman of the board, standing up in 
equilibrium on A2’s and A3’s heads. The letters of the alphabet were 
arranged hierarchically in six rows. The four Bs were under the As, but above 
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the four Cs, which were under the Bs, but above the three Ds, which probably 
satisfied them. The Ds were placed under the Cs but above the two Es, 
stupefied by the situation. The Es protested on the allocations of positions, 
explicitly subjective and controversial. The Es withdrew and all the layers in 
the pyramid crumbled in a jumbled pile, screaming at each other. A1 was 
outraged, being injured while falling from height. A2 and A3 quickly 
repositioned, trying to enquire every participant about the happening. 
Bedazzled, the letters Rept moving around, permutating and rearranging their 
locations, making a great fuss in the room. The session was urgently closed. 


Legible date 23 

This morning, the town was invaded by sharks. Carcharodon 
Carcharias, also named the Great White or the White Death, took control 
over the streets in a few days. Surprisingly, the sharks rapidly adapted to 
earthly life, surviving by taking a daily bath. The leaders established by the 
seaside, spending most of their time swimming with happy girls wearing long, 
pitch-dark wigs, paying workers to do the dirty work. They had to collect the 
taxes - cut an inferior member of every male citizen who had found his killer 
instinct - to be freshly served by the masters. Soon enough, no small or young 
fish could be seen around, all have moved to another country. 


Tiegible date 24 

„A disturbing event took place at a surgery today. “My vixen will come 
to take it” said the fox. “Why can’t you come?” questioned the Sirohi goat 
doctress, raising eyebrows under the glasses. “T am working. Can I meet you 
on Sunday?” the fox asked, leaning forward, trying to look preoccupied and 
interested. Maybe he was worried about his state of health or it might be that 
be was interested in the answer the doctress would give. If I were the vixen, I 
would analyse the meaning of the question thoroughly. At first glance, the 
question seems to be an invitation for a Sunday rendezvous. In this case, the 
doctress could feel flattered or offended. From a different perspective, the fox - a 
gentleman - might think the doctress felt rejected and tried to comfort her, 
imagining that the she-goat regretted he won't come, sending the vixen in his 
Place, which, in bis interpretation, should feel honoured by the role she is 
entrusted with, not jealous. When the vixen went there next time, it seemed 
she met a different, more experienced Sirohi doctress. The occurrence reminded 
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her of the drama unfolded by a Imaskal dentist lady, which not only refused to 
treat her, but also didn’t tell her about a dangerous X-rayed pus tooth. 


legible date 25 

„An ant got into the house today, crawling on the walls, moving in circles in 
all directions. It seemed panicked. I asked what is wrong, why this agitation. 
Hesitating, the ant told me that a few days ago, hot chocolate was pouring out on 
the streets. It sought refuge inside. “Have you ever seen an insect caught into a 
warm, liquid, viscous, too sweet drink?” the ant asked me. Then it mumbled odd 
sounds and began to grow, turning into a woman. She still kept two antennas on 
the head to feel around with and extra tactile capacities. T have always liked hot 
chocolate, but I hate it now”, the ant-noman  said.... 
PITT VIILE III II peee VERI PU AL 
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legible date 26 

Today, lots of people and animals passed by my window, they think it 
belongs to them, together with the pavement, the street and the facade. Once, a 
Reddishly Cow mistook it for a stable. It wanted to get inside, I couldn't let it. 
Finally, the cow left, calling me various names, but something makes me think it 
is still waiting at the corner of the neighbouring street. It is an old terraced house, 
erected a century ago, and the wedge I am living in is the cheese trapped within the 
bread slices. The bread belongs to a Mus Booduga. It seems it really wants the 
cheese to make a sandwich. At 2 o clock, the bathroom kitchen pipes burst out, 
letting the water flow down through the wooden ceiling, in the kitchen, down the 
chandelier. The toilet makes a terrible noise every time it is flushed, I think there 
îs a monster buried there. It roars horribly, shaking the floor. This îs the first 
serious outbreak, of the hideous monster. I went to my car, started to drive away 
when, after a while, another car bumped into me. The driver was a Blue Grey 
bull. 
PITT VIILE III Deere pia ue aa A 
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A SILVER COFFER 


“Let’s go to the car boot sale this Saturday”, Elise told her 
male partner. On Friday evening, they sorted old possessions, 
toys, books, video cassettes, CDs and clothes to sell. They got up 
early in the morning to carry the boxes in the car, entered the 
postcode on the satellite navigator and followed the instructions 
directing them to a nearby village. They paid the tax, set up the 
table, exposed the merchandise and waited for the clients to 
arrive. It was a cold spring morning, fog hanging above in dim, 
dense layers, smothering the sunrise. The buyers started to come 
and look at the table, move a toy, unfold a blouse, passing to the 
next one. They had an absent minded attitude, searching for 
something that can never be found, maybe their childhood. A 
middle-aged woman pushed an empty pram with a lost glance. An 
older one had a table full of baby dolls, the same dolls multiplied 
ad infinitum, naked, dressed variously, with a closed eye, left hand 
up, right hand down or the other way around. The plastic babies 
were laid on the table’s surface, in the cold smoggy morning, in 
different frozen positions, as if stoned by a vicious witch. 

Elise felt a chill down her spine and hid inside the car, turned 
the engine, the heat and music on. Ate a sandwich, drank a tea and 
decided to walk about the car boot parking lot, to see what people 
have to sell today. Carpets, toys, clothes, shelves, a guitar, mirrors, 
old tables, paintings, leather objects, seashells necklaces, vases, 
appliances, glass cups, printers, books, chairs, bicycles. Under a 
pile of brass cups and tins, Elise caught sight of a silver coffer. 
She lifted it up, turning it on all sides, studying it attentively. The 
vendor, a dark-haired middle aged man, with bushy, arched, black 
eyebrow and black piercing eyes, framed by a square face, told her 
the price is fifty pounds. 

His eyes seemed to burn inside, but when he glanced at her, 
she suddenly felt cold. Elise stepped back to go away, but couldn’t 
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take her eyes off the coffer. “Is it real silver?” she asked. “Yes, a 
very old silver, part of an ancient collection of my family, back in 
Greece. I wouldn’t sell it, but I need money for an expedition in 
Syria”. “Isn’t it a wat going on there?” “Yes, I am a trained 
soldier”. She gave him the money, wishing him good-luck and 
went straight to the car, holding the coffer tight. Elise put it inside 
her bag, carefully and locked the car, worried not to be stolen by 
somebody. She asked her partner how much has he sold, 
surprised to hear that fifty pounds were collected, so far. “Let’s 
call it a day and go home” he said. They gathered what was left 
and drove slowly, waiting for the other automobiles to advance in 
an endless line. 

On the radio, BBC Classic aired a Greek song titled Homeric 
Hymn to Ares, played on The Epic Lyre of War, handmade in 
Greece from animal skin, bones and guts, wool and organic glue. 
The ancient hymn was rhythmed, inspiring the march of an 
imposing army of warriors, hitting their shields. One step, one hit 
in the shield with the spear, next step - another hit in the shield, all 
at once. They moved like a perfect mechanism, advancing 
ruthlessly, their shields shining blindingly in the sun. The image 
pictured inside her mind was frightening, majestically and 
unearthly, at the same time. She thought about visiting Greece one 
day, maybe next summer to see all the ancient temples, theatres 
and fortresses she could. Have a bath in the sea and sit in the 
sunshine, reading Hesiod, to help her remember the mythology. 

The car arrived in front of the brick house, which appeared 
rather grim and dull in the foggy light. She got inside, the air was 
stale, the living room a bit dusty. She was expecting the summer 
every second, to go out in the garden with a book, hear the birds 
chirp, eat and drink tea in the sunshine. The expectation was 
consuming, the cold was still there, howling the harsh wind on her, 
making her hasten the pace and almost run on the street, from the 
shops to the car park. She knew that, later, they will have to 
ventilate, clean and dust the house, do the dishes and wash the 
clothes together. First, she opened the windows to let the air in, then 
they ate fried eggs with fresh toast bread, cheese and all vegetable 
salad: radish, tomatoes, cucumbers, bell peppers, green onion. 
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Elise turned on the TV, a commercial announcing Troy with 
Brad Pitt that evening. Her partner was a great fan of historical 
movies. The news headlines included the conflict in Syria and the 
refugees. She remembered the coffer, took it out of the purse and 
tried to open it. Apparently, it did not have a button or a lock to 
help unbolting. The object was cast in one piece, but seemed 
empty within, when shaken. She turned it on all sides, still no trace 
of a button. It was a small square coffer made of raw silver, a bit 
yellow around the ornaments - ancient letters and weaponry. Elise 
started to touch every sign to check if it activated the opening of 
the coffer. The letters were unknown, she interrupted the process 
to search them on Internet. First, she played Homeric hymns and 
then plunged online, navigating in the ocean of information. 

Tired after getting up so early, Elise fell asleep on the couch, 
holding the coffer in one hand and the computer on her knees. 
She dreamt that the coffer opened after an hour of touching every 
encrypted sign, when her left index finger touched the first left 
sign and the right index finger touched the first sign on the other 
side. The coffer’s lid clicked once and cracked open, letting out a 
subtle mist that surrounded Elise. Slowly, the mist became a swirl, 
growing bigger and stronger, aspiring her within the cubic 
recipient. She found herself in the darkness, falling down into the 
abyss of nothingness. It was hot inside, but no trace of light, even 
a sparkle. Then a strong thundery voice spoke to her: “Messenger 
of humans, I will guide you through the labyrinth of chaos and 
nonexistence and show you out safely!” Elise stopped falling, 
floating in the darkness. She was so frightened, her heart was 
throbbing. Then the voice resumed: From Pieria to Memory, tell of 
what is and what shall be and what was aforetime. She, the huge Earth was 
tight-pressed inside and groaned, not let into the light. The scales of battle 
turned. But until then, they attacked each other, fighting furiously in fierce 
combat. The din that rose from the terrible conflict was immense and it was a 
powerful action that was displayed. 

In front of her, a particle of light started to grow as big as a 
wheel, rotating and displaying images on its surface. Elise saw the 
chaos, darkness and light fighting, oceans floating, absorbing 
rivers of blood from all the wars and battles ever fought. There 
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was Achilles with his famous armour, Ajax, Agamemnon, Hector, 
Alexander the Great, Julius Caesar, Augustus. The sun rose up in 
the sky, harp and lyre were played and people danced under the 
clear sky. Plato, Aristotle, Cicero, Ovidius were writing and giving 
speeches, helping people out of the caves. They were replaced by 
monks carrying the Bible, speaking Latin, printing books. The 
witches were burnt at the stake. The earth became round and 
started to revolve around the sun. Almanacs, Encyclopaedias and 
journals were given to the children, men and women, to read and 
discuss about knowledge and society. Revolutions started, the 
regimes changed, two great, horrible wars span the world. Elise 
saw trains, cars running, planes flying, people on the move, 
television, newspapers, mobiles, tablets, computers. A blinding 
light hit her eyes and woke up suddenly, Troy was about to start. 
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THE LOOKING GLASS 


There was a woman once, a woman like any other woman, 
not too tall, not too small, not too young, not too old, who slept 
in her bed, in a house. Unbelievably, but not at all impossible, her 
head went out through the wall, no matter it was winter or 
autumn, spring or summer, to the mercy of the snow, rain, wind, 
storm or morning dew. This way she could hear everything that 
happened during the night, when the others slept, except for a few 
who worked nightshifts, the boozers drinking in the bars and 
thieves planning to steal from the distraught. Curiously, even if 
she slept, she could hear subtle noises, causing her to toss and 
turn in her bed, rapid eye movement and eyelids tremor. 

When she woke up, she felt her head sometimes frozen, 
sometimes swollen, heavy and hardened like a rock. Dizzy all day 
long, she lost her balance walking and rarely experienced 
headaches. Gradually, she could hear smothered sounds the others 
didn’t care about. In a few years, she felt she could sleep in bed, 
while being lifted up in a kind of floating. Then she realized she 
can get out of the house without opening the doors or windows, 
like mist, even though she was lying in her bed, with her eyes 
closed. Her head, still attached to the body, stuck out of the 
facade wall, could ruminate distant mysterious sounds, whispers, 
animals’ sounds and birds’ caws. One night, she decided to 
venture ascending above the roof, looking down the street. It 
narrowed instantly, pointed with light patches. She floated a bit 
aside to see the neighbouring alleys and in no time she was above 
the town centre, heavily lighted. Happy, she danced in the air, 
turning upside down and all around, smiling. “There is no gravity” 
she told herself. She sensed no coldness, nor anything else and the 
seconds felt like hours or days. Invariably, she always got back on 
time for a proper awakening, or maybe she couldn’t wake up if her 
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mind wasn’t back inside, gradually re-entering the wall when 
scattered light strips dawned. 

In the morning, she could remember dreams about her 
wandering on unknown streets, even in unknown countries. She 
preferred the dreams during which she visited her home in the 
village. She took great joy in entering the house, walking 
downstairs, while the outer night lightbulb reversed its delicate 
brightness inside. Then she closed her eyes and the house 
projected itself through a mirror, flinging her in a vertical universe. 
There she saw another herself looking straight at her, it was her 
own reflection. She was wearing a beautiful dress, had a beautiful 
make-up, a nice hairstyle and had a serene smile on her face. 

— Who ate your she asked the other one. 

— I am your reflection, but I am different. I am always happy, 
because I am in Wonderland, her replication answered. 

— Tell me about Wonderland, she said. 

— In this world, the trees are liquid. They drain to the ground 
when they cry and resurface, springing up unto the clouds, when 
they are happy. Some of them sing, sometimes. The houses are 
alive, waving their walls. They appear and disappear out of the 
blue. Mine accompanies me everywhere. It becomes invisible and 
comes after me like a feline. It has big eyes, wide open in all 
directions. It is white with red points, slowly streaming down its 
forehead. I hear it whispering, even when I’m flying. I come here 
every day and always forget to go back. Then, I hear the house 
calling me. She always waits for me, quietly, in the yellow corner. 

— This is magnificent, indeed. Can I come with you from now 
on? 

— Of course you can, but you have to smile happily all the 
time. This is the condition. 

— I will smile and I will be happy, I promise. 

A blinding light hit her eyes and the woman woke up. She 
touched her head and found it securely attached to her body. 
“This is good”, she thought, “my head is still on”. From now on, 
she had a new friend, her own reflection in the looking glass that 
mirrored a vertical universe, the Wonderland where everybody 
was happy all the time. 
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THE LETTER 


One day a strange man knocked on my door. I peeped on 
him behind the curtains, but I didn’t answer and I didn’t let him 
in. The man looked to the left, looked to the right, looked behind 
and threw himself into the house through the mail slot. I found 
the strange man lying down in the narrow hall, with his back 
against the door. He kept rubbing his head, while his size, 
consistency and shape fluctuated, getting smaller or enlarging 
himself, turning slightly square with pointy corners. “This is quite 
unusual” I told myself. 

— What is unusual? the strange man asked. 

— You. Who ate your 

— I am a letter. 

— Where do you come from? 

—I don’t know. 

— If you are a letter, you leave a place and have to reach 
another. What is your destination? 

— None. 

— It is not possible. Who sent you? 

— I sent myself. 

— To whom? 

— To you. 

— Why? 

— Because I am a letter. 

— Can I read you? 

— Yes, but it is better to ask question, I can talk, I am an 
audio-letter. 

— Letter, why did you come? 

— Because I am a letter. 

— A letter carries a message. What is your message? 

— None, whatsoever. But I have reached the destination. 


74 


— That is not enough, tell me the reason. 

— There is no reason. 

— I will send you back then. 

I returned the letter, stamping it on the left upper side corner, 
throwing the man out through the slot mail. In a few days, early in 
the morning, the strange man came back, knocking at my door. I 
peered again behind the curtains. The man looked to the right, 
looked to the left, then behind and threw himself in through the 
mail slot. He made a terrible noise, bumping his head on the walls 
in the very narrow hall. I went to the door and found the man 
lying down, his back against the wall, rubbing his head and a knee. 
He had a blue stamp on the left side of his forehead. 

— Who ate your 

— I am a letter. 

— Why have you come back? 

— They sent me back again. 

— Who sent your 

— I don’t know. I was only told the destination address. 

— What message are you carrying? 

— I don’t know. 

— Can I read you? 

— If you like ... Wait, do you cut the envelope with a knife, 
scissors of you rip it off? 

— It depends on the letter. Why do you ask? 

— Please, be kind, don’t rip me off ... 

— Why should I be kind to you? I am not obliged, I could rip 

you off if I wanted to, no doubt about it ... 
The strange man started to sob and cry, while shifting his shape, 
size and consistency. He turned very white, square, pointy at its 
corners, flat and thin. The tears were dripping down his white, 
papery face, soaking the stamp. 

— Don’t cry, you will disintegrate yourself. 

—I don’t care. 

— I will return you, again. 

I stamped his upper right corner and pushed him out through 
the mail slot. After a week, there he was again in front of the door, 
I saw him from behind the curtains. He knocked on the door 
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three times, looked behind, to the right and to the left, scratched 
his head and threw himself inside through the mail slot. I heard 
him falling down, bumping his head and feet against the walls. It 
was a terrible noise and the shoes shelf broke, scattering the shoes 
all over. I went there and found him, his feet up against the wall, 
his head downwards, with two blue stamps on his forehead, one 
to the left, one to the right. 

— Who ate your I asked him. 

— I am a letter. 

— Why have you come here? 

— Somebody sent me. 

— Who sent your 

— I really have no idea. He stamped me and sent me here. 

— Why? 

— To give you a message. 

— What is the message? 

— You have to read it. 

The man completely transformed himself into a letter, a 
normal letter, white, square and flat, lying down on the floor. I 
took the envelope, cut the enclosed part with the scissors and 
took out the letter. The paper was empty, nothing written down 
on it. I put it back, sealed the envelope, stamped it in the middle 
and threw it out through the mail slot. Two weeks passed and the 
man was back in front of my door, I noticed him from behind the 
curtains. He coughed, scratched his head, moved back and forth, 
tried to look inside the house on the window. Then he threw 
himself inside within the mail slot. He fell down again in the 
narrow hall, hitting his head on the wall. I discovered him covered 
by a pile of shoes, rubbing his head and knees. He had three blue 
stamps on his forehead, one to the left, one to the right and one in 
the middle. 

— Who ate your 

— I am a letter. 

— Who sent your 

— An anonymous. 

— Does he have a name? 

— Not that I know. 
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— What does he want from me? 

— He wants you to read the message, said the strange man, 
completely transforming himself into a letter, white, square, flat 
and pointy, lying lifeless on the floor. 

I ripped the envelope, took the folded paper out and opened 
it. The message was I want to meet you. No name, no time or space 
coordinates. “This is crazy”, I thought. I cut the letter in small 
pieces and threw it away. The letters stopped, but whenever I 
walked down the street, I thought somebody followed me. I 
looked behind, looked to the left and to the right, nobody there. 
When I started walking again, I could clearly hear the stamping of 
another pair of feet behind me. 
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BRAN OF FEBAL AND THE SILVERY 
APPLE BLOSSOMS 


It was not a dream. It was a prophecy, even though it was a 
dream involved there, at a definite stage of the story. All the kings 
had seen and had heard what the woman from unknown lands sang, a 
long string of quatrains. This îs the beginning of the story. One day, 
Bran went out to take a walk, when he heard a music of 
unimagined sweetness. Bran’s volition had been annulled, falling 
into a profound sleep, while listening to it. Before being put to 
sleep, he tried to find the source of the music, but everywhere he 
turned, st// behind him the music was. At his back, not in front of, not 
aside, not above. Waking up, Bran has discovered near him a 
silver branch of apple blossoms tree, flori de mar. And the 
enigmatic woman came again and started to sing: A branch of the 
apple-tree from Emain I bring, like those one knows; Twigs of white silver are 
on it, Crystal brows with blossoms. 

So beautiful was the music, so magical the branch, lost by 
Bran into her hand, where it came from, probably, for nor was there 
strength in Bran's hand to hold the branch. Weak, Bran has it no more, 
the woman took it back. In return, she tells them about an island, 
lovely land throughout the world's age, where an ancient tree has its 
roots deeply embedded into the ground, a variegated land, splendour 
on a diadem of beauty, whence the white cloud ghstens. In her mysterious 
song, the woman warned them Not 70 all of you is my speech, 
requiring a white heart and purity. He informed them that over 
the ages, a man will come, son of a woman whose mate will not be 
known, raising thousands, a son of error. She also recommended 
them not to be overcome with intoxications. Do not fall on a bed of 
cloth, she advised them. The woman told them about a man, weak 
by greed and lust, he has slain us, through which he has ruined his noble race. 
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This beautiful country could be in the land ruled by the son 
of Ler, kerui ler. We are from the beginning of creation, she said, and in 
that country there is to be found the ideal wood, flawless, with 
silvery and golden leaves, sparkling in the sun. The long expected 
man will come by sea to bring the white law, opposing “e law of 
pride in this world. He will be a god, a dragon, a wolf, a hero. He will 
reveal secrets of the olden times and she white host will take him under 
a wheel of clouds. Bran left with his companions, passed by the 
Island of Joy and arrived on the Island of Women, where they 
paired with the inhabitants and lived for a long time. It seemed 
like seconds, but many ages passed away. They came back and an 
unbelievable thing had happened, one of them turned into ashes 
when put his foot on the Irish land, be was a heap of ashes, as though 
be had been in the earth for many hundred years. Bran addressed the 
people, recommending himself as Bran, son of Febal. And they were 
astonished with a great astonishment, replying to him that Bran was an 
ancient character from their legends. Right there, our hero wrote 
down, carved in wood, the story of his adventures, a// his wanderings 
from the beginning until that time and left. And since then, nobody 
knew anything else about Bran, apple blossoms, flori de mar si lerui 
ler. Who has the power zo Lift his hand against age? 


79 


ROLLO THE DUKE 


Rollo was a brave, noble warrior, who carried his arch with 
him, everywhere. Banished from his country by a vicious king, 
Rollo used the arch to defend himself, wearing it always on his 
back. The arch was made out of the finest gold, mined in the 
mountains of his country, where his father was the king. Legends 
say that the arch was designed identically to Apollo’s divine bow, 
used to help Paris defend Achilles, during the Trojan War. One 
night, after an exhausting battle, Rollo had a strange dream. A 
mysterious voice told him: Arise swiftly, Rollo, sail hastily across the 
deep sea and go to the Angles there you will hear how you can return healthy 
to the fatherland and that in it you will, without defeat, enjoy never-ending 
peace. 

Together with many courageous warriors, Rollo floated adrift 
on the seas and oceans, till he arrived on a strange island. Hardly 
did he put his left foot on the land, when a crowd of men attacked 
him, from all sides. Expecting peacefulness after the prophecy, 
Rollo got very gloomy and irritated about the attack. His fury, 
mama, was devastating, as the Danube is at thaw, when it flows 
towards the sea. He scowled and the sky loured at once. 
Protecting his head with a wonderful golden helmet, Rollo took 
out his magic arrows, bowed the arch and darted as many 
attackers as he could. The sky got dreary and overcast and a 
horrible storm broke out, pouring heavily on the battlefield. The 
ground turned into a muddy, slippery, bloody scene, where the 
soldiers slid and fell down, trying to rise up again, soaked through, 
mired. 

After the battle, Rollo felt so much grief, as he came in peace, 
but found hate, spite and war. He kept asking himself if he should 
go back where he came from, head for Francia or stay in Anglia, 
where he was attacked. Pondering overnight, Rollo sent 
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messengers to the king Aethelstan of the Angles: Our lord and 
advocate Rollo, mightiest patrician of all and most distinguished duke of the 
Dacians, sends faithful service to you and the gift of unshattered friendship to 
your followers, letting him know that some of his people attacked 
him, his intention being to go to Francia, when spring comes. No 
region brings forth more extraordinary men, and ones actively instructed in 
arms, more than does Dacia, the king told Rollo and his ambassadors. 
Aethelstan invited Rollo to come to his court, together with his 
warriors, to get to know each other and make an alliance. 

Rollo was a tall, strong man, his horse wouldn’t carry him, for 
so heavy and robust was his body. He was fair, blue-eyed, looking 
always directly into your eyes, with dignity and wisdom. His 
power, though, was secret, of a different, unsuspected kind, under 
particular circumstances deployed on the battle field. His arrows 
could kill warriors, but whenever he was not seen, Rollo shot 
arrows to the sky, in the clouds. Shouting out towards nor, nori, 
Rollo called his god, helping him to trigger or calm powerful 
storms. He had taken this power from his native land, where the 
mountains rise up to the sky, stabbing the clouds with their crests. 
Indeed, there was nothing Rollo and his people feared but the sky 
falling down on them. 

They used to challenge the heights, shooting up a heavy 
curtain of arrows, aiming the most bizarre clouds’ shapes. During 
these rituals, whenever Rollo looked up, shouting out “Off my 
arch thunders strike”, he saw his zor, the cloud, accompanying him 
everywhere, a collection of entwined snakes and a blended Balaur 
- Wolfs head. This was a reminiscence of his native coat of arms, 
a mythical dragon with a wolf’s head, the Draco. All of a sudden, 
thunders, lightnings, strong winds and heavy rainfall would ravage 
the lands. When he was very angry, Rollo could summon 
hurricanes, hail, floods and other calamities. It was the power of 
his god. He could stop the most terrifying storm by just lifting his 
hands up, uttering a few secret words. A por man, a master of the 
clouds, Rollo could control the skies under which he was in that 
certain moment. Herodotus recorded in his Haéstories a report 
about his people, who shoot with arrows up in the air against the sky. 
Indeed, for Rollo the skies were the limit and he longed for the 


81 


heights. “My mother bestowed me to the skies” he used to say, 
never forgetting his goal, to aim for the heavenly lights. 

Since then, Rollo was undefeated, winning many battles in 
Francia and Anglia, conquering Bayeux and Rouen, gaining 
territories and nobility titles. His fame grew, as his fortune. Rollo’s 
first wife was Poppa, with son William, the second being princess 
Gisla, the unfaithful daughter of King Charles. Rollo, whom God 
reserved for the true faith, converted to Christianity together with his 
army, taking the name Robert. Rollo had founded a great 
kingdom, building churches, creating good laws, keeping people 
contented and maintaining good, uninterrupted peace. His 
descendants were also called Saint Clair or Sinclair. 
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THREE LIONS 


Walking outside one atypical morning, I observed a man 
coming down the street, followed by three majestic lions. The 
animals were silent, dignified, enormous, golden and had a soft cat 
walk. The three lions, which had three flaming circles around their 
heads, passed by me slowly, gently, apparently without seeing me. 
Wherever the lions stepped in twelve irregular astir points, the 
concrete weakened and yielded. Their plush, yet fatal paws, 
pressed the asphalt in uniform, continuous movements, leaving 
soft traces behind them, immediately hardened back. “Are they 
your lions?” I asked the man. “Yes, but they are no lions” he 
answered. “What are they?” “They are spirits of the immortals. 
Usually, they can’t be seen by human eye. I can’t be seen, either”. 
“Why?” “Because we are not part of this reality”. “Where do you 
come from?” “T will show you”. 

Blazes of fire encircled me, becoming one with the mysterious 
man and his lions, turning into light. I became invisible, even 
though I could feel my hands, head and body. I was still there, on 
the street, but I couldn’t be seen anymore. My body was light and 
the light was my body. The lions and the man were metamorphosed 
into contours, there was a slightly bolded line sketching their 
figuration, like projected on a scanner. “Can you see me?” I asked 
them. “We can see you, but you are transparent now”. Surprisingly, 
we could walk in every direction at the same time, float, rise and 
sink our legs into the asphalt. We could get into houses without 
being noticed, listen to what people speak, do, think. We could float 
on the clouds, fly high and come down. We could be here, think 
about a different place and be there, instantly. 

“You told me they are immortals. What were they before 
taking the lion forms?” I asked again. “They were wherever they 
wanted. They are emanations of the Principles of the Universe, 
both male and female at the same time, not biologically, but 
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mentally. Can you understand that?” “I am trying to. Do they 
have names?”’. “We can’t pronounce it, the utterance of the 
sounds contained in their names is forbidden”. “Why?” “It 
influences the matter, it determines fluctuations in reality. It is not 
allowed, nor the time yet. But it will not be long till things will 
change. We materialized here to assess the level”. He projected in 
front of my eyes, on the thin air, complex images, graphs and 
calculations of the humanity evolution over the last two millennia, 
spread on two geometrical shapes that varied continuously, one 
chronological and one spatial. Right in the middle, the shapes 
connected, processing and progressively updating the data, 
outputting it in numbers and unidentified symbols. According to 
that ethereal document, we evolved chaotically, mainly in circles, 
spinning around, up and down, like wheels bumping into each 
other. For the last fifty years, the movement seemed to have been 
stabilized, going forward, slightly tending to turn back, buzzing. It 
was as if the document had many active screens at the same time, 
contained in a single one, inputting the information directly into 
my mind. 

“Soon, we will shift into a different form”. “What form?” 
“You will find out at the right time”. “I want to know about what 
was in the world before these two millennia”. He took me in a 
huge translucid building, a sphere of glass, where books seemed to 
be placed on invisible shelves, floating in the air. “You will have to 
read lots of books”. He gave me a book, telling me to open it. I 
couldn’t do it, it had no covers, no pages, it was not material, but a 
hologram. I touched it with my palm and it started to project 
images, letters and sounds, all blending together, while the letters 
rearranged in every possible way. “The letters are alive” I thought, 
astounded. The letters could move and recombine endlessly, 
influenced by my eyes. It was as if I touched the letters with my 
irises and pupils and they became active, following an enigmatic 
instruction. The letters, signs and symbols mixed and permutated 
permanently, triggered by my mind, associated with the right 
soundwaves. There was I, in the centre of a huge transparent 
sphere, light absorbing light, reordering its molecules. I wouldn’t 
go back, why would I? 
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THE BIRD IN SPACE 


I never knew how it happened. It was after the exhibition in 
Paris, where I thought I saw a sculpture slightly moving. It was a 
magnificent Bird in Space. Nobody seemed to notice it waving its 
body, shimmering mysteriously, as if the stone was turning into 
light. I went closer to look at it carefully, a bit concerned, and 
touched it with my hands. It gave the impression to be warm and 
vibrating, as though life came into it. “Did you see it?” I asked a 
man. “What?” “The Bird in Space is moving”. “It is impossible, 
maybe it was a reflection of the window light”. I went home and 
that night I dreamt about the Bird in Space, flying together with a 
flock of birds, capturing the light in its plumage. Suddenly, it burst 
into flames, disappearing afterwards. 

A few weeks later, one morning, I woke up and felt my hands 
had turned into wings, immense, white, fluffy, feathery wings. 
“What should I do, how could I drink my tea”, asked myself sadly. 
“How could I write on my computer now, I need my fingers”... 
Then I realised I only had to think about it and the tea was already 
made and drunk. My notebook didn’t need my hands, the 
keyboard moved by itself, just fluttering the wings above it. That 
was truly amazing. One day, a bird came and sat on my front 
window sill, its back turned to me. It came every day, sitting there, 
slightly spreading its wings, one at a time. 

In a couple of days, I felt my body lost its flesh and bones, 
becoming almost transparent. One day, a cat jumped into my left 
ear and never came out. I could hear it purring there, from time to 
time. After a while, a terrible storm hit the town and the bird left, 
but I could hear it talking to me. “Why did you come to my 
window” I asked? “We need your wings, we are at a loss. Come, 
please”. “Where?” “Close your eyes and jump into yourself’. I 
closed my eyes and jumped into myself and there was the bird 
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waiting for me. “How is this possible?” “Everybody can do it, 
close their eyes and jump inside and meet there altogether”. “But 
where are the others?” “They can’t find the entrance. Don’t worry 
about that, we have to go far away”. 

We started flying above green hills, mountain peaks and deep 
seas. “Where do we go?” “We are expected at our most secret 
world, deep under the ground, where the blue Danube is about to 
flow into the Black Sea”. We landed on rocky cliffs, near a huge 
river. “Hurry, please, I have to get back there in the afternoon”. 
“Don’t worry, you will be back on time”. “There is not a gate 
here, how will we get in?” The cliffs opened wide, we entered and 
then they closed again as before. “Aren’t they rocks?” “Yes, they 
are, but they are alive”. “Did you utter magic words?” “No, they 
open by themselves, but only when they can sense your thoughts”. 
We entered a large, white marble salon, where the windows 
mirrored images from the world above. I could see the picture of 
my house bathed in the sunshine. It stood on a hill, white and 
proud, receiving the light inside, through its large windows. The 
trees were in blossom and a carpet of fresh grass stretched over 
the fields. 

“Hurry now, time flows. I don’t like my winged hands, I want 
my old hands back”. “You can have them back at the end of the 
day” he said. “Would you like me to change my shape? I can turn 
myself into every being, shape or colour, all of a sudden. What 
would you like me to be?” “I want you to be the Poet”. The bird 
transformed into a poet carrying a feathered pen and an ink bottle 
in his hands. “Let’s go now. The Book is waiting for us”. “What 
Book?” “The oldest Book in the world, writing the story of all the 
worlds that lived and will live. We are worried the Book stopped 
writing”. “But who is writing the Book?” “It writes itself day and 
night, the letters move and flicker on the pages, mingling and 
changing their shapes, shining and whispering all along”. 

“I don’t believe you, there is no such book that writes itself”. 
“The Book is alive, it is an entity, a materialization of knowledge. 
Last spring it wrote the word fenebrae and there it stopped. A sage 
came to talk to it, asking what happened, why wouldn’t write 
anymore, is it tired, or maybe il? The book answered him 
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whispering sharply, scratching seven riddles on a page, but the ink 
turned black. The most delightful blue ink shades darkened and 
evetybody cried. The letters do not shine anymore and do not 
move”. “What riddles, are they difficult?” “Quite. Nobody could 
solve them completely. It seems their meaning gets deeper over 
time”. 

The writings are: 

Litore ab Euxino Nasonis epistula veni 

Sunt cera pallidiora nova 

Inque Tomitana iaceam tumulatus harena 

Fine carent lacrimae, nisi cum stupor obstitit illis 

Vox fera, trux vultus, verissima Martis imago 

Suscipe, Romanae facundia, Maxime, linguae, difficilis 

causae mite pattocinium 

Principis aeterni quam tibi praestat amor 

“This is Latin, a sacred language. I have to get back to my 
world and meditate”. The Book waved its waters, murmuring 
mysteriously. “Could you come here every day?” asked the Poet. 
“T will try to”. “Get going now, I will be expecting you on the 
other side of the cliffs. You only have to open your eyes and you 
are back into your house. Close them again and you will be here in 
no time”. I opened my eyes and here I am, with my hands floating 
like wings, all around me. Sometimes they lift me above the 
ground and I am trying hard not to be seen by others. The cat, 
though, never left my ear and I can hear it purring there, in the 
evening, whispering forgotten enigmas. 
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THE SLEEPING MUSE 


It was her first visit in Chicago for a post-doctoral project. 
After reading in the library, she went to the hostel, entered the 
room and stumbled upon a book, forcing her to look towards the 
window. She saw a small bird bumping into the glass, leaving a red 
trace of blood. Looking down the window, she couldn’t see it 
falling. Slightly saddened, she put the blue jeans on and thought 
about eating something light, so she quickly googled the 
surroundings on the tablet. There was a banner advertising the Art 
Institute of Chicago and put her finger on, to watch the 
presentation. Activated the location services on her phone, 
opened google map, set the direction and got out of the hostel. 
Going down the stairs, she saw it started raining, forcing her to 
jump into a cab. “111 South Michigan Avenue, please”, told the 
driver. Getting off, she went towards the left lion statue and saw a 
bird on the pavement, her little legs crumpled up, apparently dead. 

Hurried up the stairs, payed the ticket and got inside, heading 
to the Modern and Contemporary Art Collection, consisting of 
almost a thousand modern European and American works. She 
felt the need to breathe the European air again, somehow, even if 
in a labyrinth of museum rooms and halls. Started with Picasso’s 
Old Guitarist collapsed under consenescence, time playing his body 
like he is playing that very guitar, passed by Miro’s Policeman, a 
broken horsy figure, wearing an almost human figure mask, 
admiring the perfect blue hoof. Stepped along to dive into 
Rousseau’s Waterfall, but all she could see was huge nature 
scenery, above which dried, vegetal, white crosses floated, on the 
opposite direction the water flowing almost horizontally, feeble, 
slowly filling the frame of the picture, carrying bloody traces from 
the rusty plants, grown in the right down corner. 

Dals Venus de Milo with Drawers caught her eye, a white 
plaster with five drawers slightly opened, letting the darkness 
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spring out from within, pulled out by metallic tugs covered in 
fluffy pompons, resembling five small hedgehogs. The next 
attraction was Braunet’s Acolo, featuring a primate fishy-dogey, 
more animal than human creature, pregnant with its own 
reflection, holding a jewel like fish bone in one hand. Took a left 
and arrived near Picasso’s Abstraction: Background with Blue Cloudy 
Sky, an embraced couple’s profile, their hands trying to hold each 
other in ascension, a kind of kiss, their teeth intercalating 
mechanically, the bones interweaving vertically, while their bodies 
lay down horizontally. Turned right and found herself at the 
Modern and Contemporary Art section, in the Gallery 391A, 
where she saw it glowing in the dark. It wasn’t sleeping, just 
meditating, unsuspectedly. Taking small steps, she got closer. The 
Sleeping Muse in brass was lying there, eyes closed, holding her 
breath, trying to control its glitter. It wasn’t just a simple muse, it 
was a complex actually, a two-in-one, or maybe more, artefact. It 
looked like a living device, a biometrical artwork, waiting to come 
back to life. The head was manly, a Caesar’s Roman Head, wide 
and strong, while the other side was feminine, gracious, her nose 
armoured in a kind of Achilleic helmet. Although the visitors are 
not allowed to come too close to the exhibits, there was nobody 
around, no camera inside the gallery. She got very close, putting 
her left hand on the Caesar’s strong head and the right hand on 
the delicate chin, feeling it vibrating, glittering. 

She got scared and stepped back, looking around. Then got 
closer again, held it again in the same way, the statue started 
vibrating. She pushed it with her left hand up and it started to 
rotate in a luminous wheel of energy. Pushed it again with her 
right hand down and another wheel of energy began to rotate in 
the opposite direction. A heavenly music began to play and the 
light became blinding, slowly lifting her up with the two light 
wheels in her hands. She feared that letting go, she would fall 
down from height, hurting herself. She flew higher, getting out 
through the roof, without breaking it. “Please”, she told the 
energy device, “where are you taking me? Put me down”. “We are 
taking you home”. “Your home?”, “Yes”. Rising up, they passed 
over the clouds, reaching a dark, cold layer, where nasty shadows 
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whispered, trying to take hold of her. She screamed, they tose 
higher and there it was, a warm meadow in the sunshine, all kinds 
of flowers, trees in blossom and birds singing along. A small 
stream flew beside and the sky was heavenly blue. 

“This is our home, haven’t seen it for so many years. Thank 
you for taking us back. We will fulfil a wish of yours”. What could 
she wish for? So many thoughts crossed each other in her head 
that she could not pick a certain one. “What about staying here 
with us?” “What will happen to me down there?” “They would 
think you stole the statue, us, and would search for you, then 
report you missing, gone out of this world” “I can’t do that...”. 
“We will choose your desire”. She began to fall back and found 
herself in the hostel room, holding a book in her hands, sleeping. 
She woke up thinking about her dream, finding a rusty leaf on the 
white pillow, took it, turned it around and there it was, the Muse’s 
head was carved on it. But it wasn’t just a leaf, it was a bronze 
one, when touched, it started to glow and vibrate and... 
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ARCHI 


Archi wrapped himself into a plain piece of paper, twisting 
against time. He intended to archive himself in the deposit of the 
cosmic depths, enclosing himself in a translucid sphere, hidden 
within a cylinder. There is a puzzle to be solved and he can’t be 
disturbed, even if it is going to take an eternity. The time flows 
differently for him, sliding over its endless thread, as a bead, from 
one end to the other. He is in no hurry, the plan was thoroughly 
conceived, since the beginning. Archi floats across the time and 
space, graciously, into an invisible capsule, which can only be 
supposed, not perceived, neither thought about. He writes from 
inside, moving his hand at the speed of his mind, which can be 
perceived as slow motion from other spots. His hand rises gently 
like a flake and stays up because of the lack of gravity. It never 
comes down again, fluttering as a wing, following the rhythm of 
mental calculations. 

Formulas and theorems materialized around him, floating like 
bubbles, hitting one another, popping off, emanating in the 
Universe. “Archi, are you sad all by yourself there?” I thought I 
asked him in a dream. “The time is not passing, it is stopped in a 
particular moment” he said. “It means I am not a being, but a 
specific moment lived in a particular place?” I replied. “Let’s think 
together” Archi said. We were two huge heads glued to each 
other, two biological spheres floating in the ocean of knowledge 
and mind. Whirls of energy flashes formed around us, lightning 
the horizon. “What is this sky?” I asked again. “It is a layer of 
illusion thrown over the world” he responded. “Life, too, is an 
illusion, but of a different sort. Partly material, partly a 
conceivement”. “Can I string, as you do, on the cord of time, 
from here to there?” “Roll your spirit like an invisible ball on the 
endless spreading of existence” he suggested. “I could try it 
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tonight”. “Undulate your mind as the thread on Penelope’s web, 
going back and forth, weaving and unravelling” he recommended. 
“T will try it tomorrow” I said. 

“Archie, what is your puzzle?” “The Universe, pulsating like a 
heart” he said. “I want to hold it in my hand, as if it was a sphere. 
I would like to shrink it, look at it closely and enlarge it again” he 
added. “Aren’t you frustrated that you cannot browse its 
vastness?” he almost shouted towards me. “We are so small and 
insignificant, yet some are haughty” I whispered. “Did they do 
something important for humankind?” he asked, raising one 
eyebrow. “Not necessarily”. “Then they are nothing but drops in 
the infinite ocean of time” he thundered. “I will try to tell them, 
but they won't listen”. “Can a few raindrops go against the 
rainfall?’ he resounded again, vanishing deep into the unknown, 
leaving behind an old parchment, covered with multiple strata of 
overlaid writings. “They need to think, think and think. They need 
to face the limitation of their minds. Even if the minds of all the 
people that ever lived were put together to work at the same time, 
the Universe’s secrets would still remain untouched” he uttered, 
fading away. 

The desiccated parchment fell into my palms, reduced to 
countless atoms. I kept meditating at the meaning of his words. If 
they don’t use their minds, people don’t know they have limits. 
They might think they live forever. They might want to freeze the 
agony of their enemies, make it eternal. Indeed, humans can be 
very wicked creatures. Archi is right. Suddenly, the parchment 
atoms materialized into invisible birds, chirping on every tree, on 
every roof, in every park. Their song raised high above, like a 
straight line heading for the infinite, connected to Archi’s 
formulas, echoing them, multiplying them, varying them, emitting 
them through the ether, thrusting them into people’s ear, mildly, 
cunningly. That was his sought revenge. 
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EPHESUS 


That summer, we visited Ephesus, a Greek and Roman 
ancient city, situated in Turkey. We travelled by car, crossing 
Romania and Bulgaria, together with our Turkish friend, directing 
us all the way. Our silvery, sporty Ford kept behind the large, 
black Mercedes, passing through Bulgaria, going through the 
customs. In Turkey, the road winds close to the sea, a huge blue 
liquid serpent, boiling in the sunshine. Actually, there are many 
seas, all of them meeting each other on the same grounds: Black 
Sea, Marmara Sea, Aegean Sea, Mediterranean Sea. Melting into 
each other, the seas can be seen at Dardanelles, historical 
Hellespont, where European Turkey meets Asian Turkey. The 
straight is a natural gigantic cauldron, stewing and shaking the 
marine waters like magical potions, under the solar blazes. 

We stopped at Marmara for a few days, accommodated by 
out friend and his family, the wife, a daughter and a son. The sea 
is so clear, calm and beautiful, so soft and sandy under your bare 
feet and jellyfish accompany you while you swim. Marmara Sea 
invites you to walk slowly, for a large hulk of its body of water, 
being friendly and welcoming to you. The Aegean Sea is different 
though, agitated and wild, green with seaweeds, hurling its waves 
towards the sky, thundering them back again, in great rage. Its 
millennial fury hasn’t ceased, since the Trojan War, when its 
waters catried the mighty Greek heroes’ ships, led by Agamemnon 
and Menelaus, to regain Hellen, kidnapped by Prince Paris. 
Istanbul, former Byzantium and Constantinople, maintains its 
historical perfume unaltered. The old Byzantium stone wall is still 
up, high, dignified and proud, heroic and ascetic, at the same time. 

In Anatolia, we chose Kusadasi, by the Aegean Sea, and went 
to see Ephesus, situated in the vicinity. Founded by the ancient 
Greeks in the XI-th century BC, Ephesus has grown to become a 
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great metropolis. It was very famous for one of its greatest 
treasutes and attractions, the Artemision, one of the seventh 
wonders of the ancient world. A fame chaser burnt it to the 
ground in 356 BC. In 358 AD, it was shaken by powerful 
earthquakes. This city was connected to the early stages of 
Christianity, Ephesus being well known from the epistles of Paul 
the Apostle, who lived here for a while. They say Luca the Apostle 
and Maria Magdalena were buried here. 

When you walk inside the ancient city, be prepared to take a 
travel in time. You can feel the different ages blending into each 
other, as the waters of the various seas meet at Dardanelles. 
Celsus Library rises above, letting the light pass through its 
porticos, together with the mysteries of the past. The white 
marble is hypnotising, making you try to imagine how was it to 
live in such a place. It is the luminous marble sparkling in the 
sunshine, the clear blue sky, the brightness, the gleam and the 
gloss, that makes it unreal, an enchanted place from another 
dimension. So much beauty, knowledge and arts, the purity and 
innocence of the marble, heavenlike and creamy, almost melting 
in the sun, reminds you of how blessed could have been its 
inhabitants. 

Tearing apart from the Library, you can envisage the people 
in the agora, going about their businesses. The smooth polished 
columns lift you above the earth into the ethereal essences, 
blissfully, in a swift vertical movement that goes unnoticed. Maybe 
the nymphs hang above them, throwing ropes at you, catching 
and lifting you, putting you down again. Or maybe it’s just your 
mind flying, dragging your body with it, up there, whirling and 
rocking you in a celestial sway. You could accidentally fall upon 
the invisible sky ladders, carefully hidden by the muses, that would 
catty you away, bringing you back the same, yet a completely 
different person. 

The humble Christian buildings are hiding away at the 
margins of the city, taking refugee from the senseless, fractious 
playgrounds of the ancient gods. It is the vulnerability, the 
insignificance and temporariness of the human life they are 
arguing about, shouting it out, or whispering it delicately, with 
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every molecule of their stones. The modesty of the ecclesiastical 
hermitages, imitating the colour of the earth, contrasts the 
grandeur, the splendour of the marble, duplicating the brightness 
of the immortal Olympians. Their message is meant to perpetually 
remind generations that they are mortal and should be careful 
how they live their lives, because it is not forever, but a mere 
sparkle in the depths of times and Universe. Far above all rule and 
authority and power and dominion, and above every name that is named 
wrote Sf. Paul in his first epistle to the Ephesians, inhabitants of a 
place where time, religion and history mingle together as chimeras. 
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A TALKING HOUSE 


Last night, I thought I heard a smothered sigh. Petrified, I 
started shouting out loud: “Who's there? Are you a thief or a 
ghost?” while reaching out to grab something. “It is me”. “Who?” 
“The house”. “Can you talk? You have never done that before”. 
“My name is Rou”. “Why are you crying?”. “I am stuck here”. 
“Why?” “Lihu and Pohu squeeze me between them. The left one 
likes to lie and the neighbour on the right side uses my address for 
bills, even though it has its own address. After all, it is attached to 
the ground, isn’t itr”. “Why is that>”. “If you are a house with an 
official address, people dwelling it can use the bills to prove their 
location and identity”. “This is unusual. Tell me about your 
neighbours, are they wicked?” “Lihu, on the left, is noisy, makes 
scandals and children can be heard crying there. They smoke a lot, 
throwing butts on the street”. “This is truly naughty, to throw 
their own garbage on the street. Rou, stretch your hands and 
shuffle your feet”, I said. 

Creaks, groans and grunts, the house was shaking and Rou 
grew and grew, till it became as big as a church, then as big as a 
mountain. “Rou, you ate so vast now”. Rou looked surprised at 
first, but then started humming an ancient mysterious chant, 
followed by a Christian song, then a waltz. Suddenly, we were 
floating on a huge brown lake, in a giant boat, under a jelly grey 
sky. It was a dirty hoary smog, covering the sunlight, letting gluey 
drops fall down into the brown, muddy lake. The boat carried me 
and Rou on the maroon, viscous lake. A great paper bird flew 
besides us, carrying the latest news on its large wings. “Rou, they 
say the lake and the sky will turn upside down today, at 8 o’clock. 
Will you sit on your roof, while Pll sit on my head?”. The jelly sky 
got cloudy and started to rain heavily for three hundred days. We 
floated on the raging turbid torrents, rising higher and higher, till 
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no mountains could be seen. It was as if the whole earth was 
covered with furious waters, whirling and boiling continuously. 

In a moment, cracking from all joints, Rou’s walls tore aside, 
blown off by a strong explosion, pouring all the wild waters 
within. We were swept away by the rough unflinching torrents, 
then a whirl took us down, to the bottom of the sea. Sinking 
slowly, we noticed an ancient temple ruin, located into a forsaken 
city. We entered the temple where the waters were blue, serene 
and peaceful. A voice was heard murmuring an unknown 
language, drawing strings of light characters on the water, like on a 
luminous screen. We looked at the letters glittering and 
disappearing one by one, then a bright lightning burst, blinding us. 
We fell down on a bed of sand, shells and sea weed, small, 
colourful fish shoals waving around us. A hideous giant sea 
creature, a dog-headed serpent fish, raging and roaring terribly, 
made its appearance out of the water depths; it opened its huge 
jaws, swallowing me and Rou in an instant. 

There we were, captive inside a huge sea monster’s belly, 
floating randomly, timelessly. At a certain moment, a strong jolt 
was felt, the monster’s mouth slightly opened and we were able to 
get out. We found ourselves in a strange flat land, almost 
rectangular, with no hills and no mountains, where odd square 
headed people walked about. Each of them carried a square box 
on their backs, singing happily “I am the best, I am the best and 
nobody could ever be like me”. We approached a square head 
asking him what’s inside the box. 

— It is my collection of ideas and thoughts, well-kept securely 
inside. 

— Why? 

— They want to steal them. 

— Who wants to steal your ideas and thoughts? 

— The strangers. Do you want to steal from me? I could kill 
you if you would try... 

— No, I don’t want to steal, I have my own ideas. 

— Where do you keep them? 

— In my head, they are quite well preserved there. 
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— You can’t keep your thoughts into your head... They grow 
feathers, wings and disappear forever. Then there are no more left 
and the head becomes a hollow. That’s why I keep them in the 
cabinet, it is safe there. I have to go now, run with my casket, so 
they cannot find me.... 

The odd squared man bolted down the plains singing his 
song. We went further and saw a new amazing sight: a few 
women, almost undressed, uttering magic formulas and spells, 
dancing around a boiling cauldron. Near them, a bunch of kids 
played with a ball. We got near them and asked them what is 
happening. The women told us they are witches and prepare a 
magic potion for a fortunate life. 

— There are no witches left, they were all burnt at stake 
hundreds of years ago, we said. 

— Maybe, but for a few years we are officially recognised and 
we can practice our religion again. 

— What is your religion? Is there a religion of the witches? 

— Paganism. 

— What is paganism? 

— It is about the nature, the sun, happiness. 

— But this is not a religion..., religion is not a picnic or 
preparing a stew. It is about the spirit and moral values. 

— We don’t want that, we want to do whatever we wish, 
whenever we feel like it. 

— Do the witches marry? 

— No. 

— What about the kids, do they have fathers? 

— They are raised in the pagan religion, they don’t need a 
father. 

— This is truly unbelievable. 

— Be careful, I could turn you into a frog, I am connected to 
the power of the nature... 

The woman started to mumble meaningless sounds, spitting, 
shouting, wildly shaking off her long hair. Her plump body 
trembled in multiple fat layers. Shaking her head near the 
cauldron, one strand of hair touched the burning flames, in a few 
seconds her whole hair catching fire. She started to scream 
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horribly, while the other witches uttered magic formulas to put the 
fire down, one by one. But their formulas didn’t work and the 
witch became a huge burning torch. We fled at once in great 
astonishment. Walking dumbfounded, we saw a group of people 
breaking down a beautiful old church. 

— Folks, what are you doing here? 

— We are bringing down the church. 

— Why? 

— We don’t need it anymore. 

— Every good community needs a church. 

— We don’t want it anymore, we don’t accept the Ten 
Commandments: don’t steal, don’t lie, don’t commit adultery, 
don’t murder and so on. 

— But these rules are set to protect you from each other. 

— We don’t need protection, we believe that natural life 
should be led naturally. 

— Like animals in a forest? 

— Scram, or we will kill you. 

We rushed away. In a few seconds, a strong sound could be 
heard. We looked back and saw the walls collapsed, falling down 
on the demolishers, crushing them under. We did not stop to help 
them and kept running away in great horror. The sounds faded 
away and I woke up with a terrible headache in the old, dusty 
house, strongly fixed between the two others, in a large terraced 
building, erected a hundred years ago. 


99 


THE MAGIC CAR 


When I first set my eyes on it, it seemed a mature, 
experienced car, solidly attached to the road. Checking the papers, 
the situation was clear and straightforward — one owner history, 
good MOT, well taken care of, on the long term. A scratch here 
and there, not distressing, good price, so I took it home and 
arranged the check up at the service. Locked it overnight and went 
to sleep after a job well done. Long after midnight, a stifled 
whistle came from the window, the streetlights went off and the 
room fell into darkness. I grabbed the remote to turn on the TV, 
but it wouldn’t work; looked for the phone, all dead. 

Too tired, I went back to sleep till 8.00 o’clock. When I got 
up, the daylight was dim and the street was quiet, no people 
passing, no children going to school, no birds flying. I looked out 
the window and I saw it ... The sky was white and the clouds 
were blue, the tree leaves were brown and the trunk was green, the 
roof was red and the buildings were maroon. I rubbed my eyes 
and looked again, the sky was shining bright white! It crossed my 
mind, maybe I could write a few words on it! The car winked at 
me with a light stop, raised up to my window, inviting me in. I 
jumped in and started the ride. 

The road became soft and flexuous as a river and the car was 
flying above it, rocking aside, while the lanes narrowed and 
broadened, meeting other floating cars. It felt like the most 
gracious dance, the cars buzzing, everybody smiling, nodding 
heads and waving hands. “I would like to fly and scribble a few 
signs on the sky’s giant screen, let's go!” Honking jazzy, the car 
took off, allowing me to push aside two little clouds, using my 
hands and fingers to draw lines and circles. I took a smaller cloud 
and wiped it off, then tried again and this time the letters came out 
irregular, grey and misty, but readable. I wrote and wrote till 
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darkness fell and my part of the sky turned almost black. When I 
looked aside, I saw a large slice of sky covered with an ancient 
writing. Here and there, I could read a letter or two in that strange 
language: H, O, M, I, L. I tried harder, realizing that I am able to 
read a few words: “home, home” plus letter “r”, Homer. Then “ill, 
il’, added three more letters “I, a, d” — Iad. 

The car smiled, it was obvious, there were the magic works of 
Homer about the war of Troy and the mighty heroes Achilles, 
Hector, Agamemnon, Ulysses. I started to follow the lines with 
one finger, without drawing a breath, noting that after reading ten 
lines, the leaf could be scrolled down, as if imprinted on a magic 
mirror. Unfortunately, I could only read the names and not 
entirely. On the second leaf, I discovered an image of an ancient 
shiny silver shield, round and heavy, the famous shield of the 
unvanquished Achilles. Miraculously, the image played itself, 
allowing the looker to see it, scene by scene. 

It started with the creation of the Universe, the sky with its 
stars, sun and the moon, rising and setting one after the other, the 
green earth, sandy or white with snow, blue with its marine waters, 
faintly waving. Then two cities could be seen, one merry and busy 
organizing festivals and wedding parties, the other one on the 
warpath. Two rival armies were besieging each other, while herds 
of cattle and sheep were grazed by shepherds, innocently playing 
the pipe. One army attacked the shepherds and the rival one 
attacked the attackers. Many warriors fell on the battlefield, where 
Hate, Confusion were seen, even Death itself, dragging away the 
corpses. The scene changed immediately with the workers 
ploughing the land, drinking /oney-sweet wine, followed by the 
reaping the harvest and the sacrifice of a fine bull, to feed all the 
workers. 

Then it came the innocent young grape-bearers in the 
vineyards, men and women, singing on the rhythm of the lyra. A 
new scene featured a herd of cattle, the greatest ox being attacked 
and dragged away by “wo formidable lions. In a green meadow bathed 
in sunshine, ghmmering sheepflocks were grazing around nice shelters 
and other dwellings. The last scene was a festival where beautiful 
young girls and boys were gathered to dance, while the audience 
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applauded them in great joy. They danced, ran and jumped on a 
dancing floor, like that which once in the wide spaces of Knossos was built by 
Daidalos for princess Ariadne of the lovely tresses. 

Such was the wonder of the shield! I kept watching it till the time 
faded away and all became darkness. I fell into a deep sleep, long 
as the centuries and millennia altogether, dreaming about Homer, 
the creation of the worlds, the cycles of war and peace, armies 
fighting and young people dancing, till they mixed up into my 
mind, the soldiers dancing with the girls, the boys riding the bulls, 
lions attacking the herds and kings succeeded, one by one. 
Suddenly, I woke up in my bed again, Homer’s Iad fell down 
from its shelf on my left hand. I opened it and started to read it, 
forgetting about washing my teeth, drinking my honey-sweet tea 
and eating my wholegrain homebaked bread loaf, sprinkled with 
olive oil, ornamented with freshly diced tomatoes. There was 
enough time for that in a few minutes, after Homer brings the 
Universe to life, again, in his magic world of letters. 
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GISHA THE ELEPHANT 


Gisha came from Bandhavgarh National Park, curious to see 
the people spread all over Europe. She started the journey early in 
the morning, walking slowly, rocking from side to side, dangling 
her trunk up and down, singing the Ganesha Bhajan Morya Re: Ob 
Morya Morya Re Bappa morya morya morya re Ho, khushiyon ke din bo. 
She hummed happily, moving one foot after another, bouncing all 
over. One day, she arrived in a big city, where she was told the 
great Garapandi guru of Shahjahanabad lived. She was taken to 
him, where she blessed him, touching his forehead with the trunk, 
leaving a small, round moon imprint there. 

“My mistress and goddess, what is your most cherished 
desire? I will make it real” guru Garapandi said. Sighing, Gisha 
asked him and his great wisdom about the European continent 
and its people, praying to one god (as if it could ever be possible 
to worship only one god, this is sooo childish, Gisha laughed). 
“Great Garapandi, how is it possible for them not to worship the 
great elephant? I have to go there and make them see me”. “Go, 
Gisha, but be careful, you have to follow the path, keeping the sun 
always in your face. The sun will lead you there. Always sing 
Ganesha Bhajan” the guru said, waving his hand, smiling, his white 
teeth shimmering in the sunset. Gisha went on, singing merrily 
Mere saare palchin, saare din tarsenge Sunle tere bin. 

She crossed India’s boundaries, passing through foreign 
countries, meeting people wearing strange clothes. It got colder 
and colder, one evening the front left foot have swollen. Gisha 
felt it numb, aching, when it touched ground. The huge foot grew 
in largeness, got a violet colour, the pain going up the leg. Gisha 
stopped in a forest in Afganistan, laid down aside and looked at 
the painful foot. There was a rusty nail, deeply thrust into her 
flesh, every movement squeezing blood out of the foot, cutting 
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deeper into it. Gisha started to cry, big tears streaming down her 
face, pouring down the trunk. She fell asleep, praying to Ganesha 
the mighty god, the remover of obstacles Tu hi toh man mein tan- 
man mein. When she woke up, the rusty nail was gone, as if a god 
would have taken it out, during the night. “Blessed be the gods, I 
wonder which one helped me. Maybe all of them. Let me count 
them by names and powers: Adi Parashakti, Ganesha, Shiva, 
Vishnu, Khali, Krishna, Shakti, Devi, Durga, Bhadrakali, Radha, 
Brahma, Parvati, Subramanya, Ayyappa Shastha, Saraswati, 
Lakshmi, Hanuman the monkey, Shesha Naga. 

Then Gisha got scared, all of a sudden. What if only one god 
helped her and the others did not care, at all? “What if I thank one 
god and it wasn’t the one who got out the nail and I leave the true 
one aside? That god would get angry, punishing me”. Gisha 
started crying again, till she left a lake of tears behind her. While 
walking, Gisha left behind a brooklet of tears turning green if she 
looked back over her shoulder, on the right side, and red - if she 
looked back over her left shoulder. Surprised, Gisha stopped 
crying, telling herself this must be a godly sign. She got into the 
idea that her trunk might be magic, balancing it to the right or to 
the left side, singing Ganesha Bhajan. 

Early one morning, she set foot on a white land, so white her 
eyes hurt. The land was icy cold, never has she felt so much 
coldness piercing her toes and soles. She needed a pair of shoes or 
some socks to cover her feet. She prayed to Ganesha and Shiva to 
send her protection and there it was, a huge pair of orange socks 
hanging up a tree, guarded by a bright black raven, as big as a dog. 
This is another sign, Gisha said to herself, taking the socks down 
with her trunk, putting them on, one by one, the first one on her 
left front foot, the other one on the right back foot. Whistling and 
singing happily maanle tu maan bhi le kehna mera Lautke tujhko aana 
hai sunle kehta deewana hai Jab tera darsan paayenge chain, she went on 
the path till she arrtved in Belarus, where lots of golden-haired 
people walked on the streets. Amazed, Gisha couldn’t stop 
wondering if they were sons or daughters of gods, their eyes cut 
off the sky, the sun captive in their hair. She took an isolated road, 
avoiding their presence. 
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She crossed a sea, swimming, taking care not to be seen by 
the people on the ships. Exhausted and hungry, Gisha was washed 
ashore by a huge wave, sleeping on the beach for two days, hiding 
after a shipwreck. When she woke up, she heard a little boy 
speaking her language. Curious, she approached him, telling him 
she comes from India, to get to know the way people live here. 
“What can you tell me about them and their secrets, little boy?” 
Gisha asked, looking straight down into his eyes. The dark haired 
boy promised her to take her to school, where he has to go every 
morning, to read, write and learn. “What is that, a school?” Gisha 
asked, her eyes enlarging. “Is it a temple?” “It could be a temple, 
all the children go there every day” answered the boy. “Hmmm, I 
like it” said Gisha. “And I really like your socks” the boy replied. 

Gisha helped the boy climb up on her back; while walking 
back home, she told him all the adventures she had on her trip. 
The elephant walked 28313 km, crossing India, Pakistan 
Afganistan, Uzbekistan, Kazakstan, Belarus, Poland, Denmark, 
Prance, finally entering a friendly city in UK, her new country. 
Before falling asleep, Gisha crossed her legs, pondering how the 
school would be. 
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THE SCARECROW 


The scarecrow stood aside the muddy country road, on a high 
pole, its head somewhat fallen on the right shoulder. The straws 
were rotten, poking out of the old rag sack, carried away by the 
wind, soaked by rain. The scarecrow considered itself quite an 
important person, lifted above the rest, looking down over the 
gardens of Noland. Scorry, because that was its name, had straws 
instead of brains, as well as hair, and maybe that’s why he wasn’t 
very bright. He got easily tired after counting just one hundred 
crows that were trying to reach the ripened corn. Although he was 
set up on a tall stick with a clear mission, his straw brain, dried in the 
sun, scattered by the wind or stolen by small birds to build nests, 
got numb staring in the same direction. 

The scarecrow was trying hard to startle the murder of crows 
crossing the sky to the left, right, up and down, searching for 
food. Dizzy, he started to see the crows’ movement as lines in an 
apparent network woven in the air, as though aiming to send 
mysterious messages. Scorry began to think that maybe the birds 
communicate to each other information about him, for instance if 
he was ill, asleep, drunk, dizzy, angry or in good mood. He started 
to study the lines more carefully, memorizing the geometry of the 
flights. If he was happy, the birds would fly up, if he was sad and 
grumpy, the birds would fly downwards. Asleep, they flew to the 
right; drunk, to the left; ill, down and then to the left and so on. 
Seeing this, Scorry began to mimic fake emotions, to see what the 
birds were doing. He changed his facial expressions very quickly, 
causing the birds to get confused and retreat for a few days. 

One day, an old crow dared to sit on his left shoulder, 
hammering his ear with the beak. Scorry could not move, he 
couldn’t do anything to stop the mean, big bird. Seeing that, the 
big crow called all his friends, telling them: “Come closer, don’t 
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worry, he’s brainless, stuffed with straws, he can’t make a move or 
attack us”. All the crows, big and small, flushed their wings at 
once, causing a hurricane. Scorry got scared, maybe the holes 
inside him would let all the straws out and the empty ragged 
clothes, his skin, would be gone with the wild wind. In great fear, 
he screamed and a rusty sound was heard, like a mooing of a cow, 
a squealing of a pig and an old car engine sound, at the same time. 

The old crow startled, flew away and all the horde followed 
him. Scorry was happy he could do his job, even though a great 
quantity of corn was compromised. “Wed, I don’t know enough, but, 
at least, I had the courage to roar and rout the beaked creatures”. 
Suddenly, he felt better about himself, jumped off the stick and 
ventured into the wide world. Staggering and losing straws behind, 
Scorry walked till arrived near a small spring, where he plummeted 
to the ground, falling asleep. The straws poked out of holes while 
he was snoring, making him resemble a worn-out mattress, 
thrown away by a poor, old woman. 

Tired and hungry, Theodora, a lost little girl, lay down on it, 
trying to sleep. She started to cry, dreaming about her home. 
Theodora sobbed, shedding bitter tears. Scorry felt the tears on 
his chest, wondering what was happening, did it start raining all of 
a sudden? He tried to move, but couldn’t. “Am I dead>”, he 
wondered, slowly moving his left hand. Theodora jumped up, 
screaming. Scorry looked at her, narrowing his eyes, one bigger 
than the other, in great amazement. “What kind of a bird is this”, 
asked himself, dumbstruck. He saw Theodora was quite big and 
had no wings or feathers, at all. “Where do you keep your wings?” 
he asked her. Theodora analysed him attentively, replying: “Can a 
mattress talk>”. “Oh, I am not a mattress, I am Scorry, the 
scarecrow. I was courageous enough to scare the whole murder of 
crows, so I hit the road looking for adventure”. 

The little girl blinked, her mouth half-opened. “This is truly 
amazing! You could come with me, I have to cross this dangerous 
country to find the way back home”. Scorry smiled happily, feeling 
the tears on his chest. “What are these drops of water on my 
chest>”. “Oh, those are tears, they come from my eyes. You know, 
I am just a little girl, I cry easily when I feel lonely”. Scorry raised 
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his eyebrows saying “tears..., coming down from your eyes... 
Why can’t I cry? Maybe because I am made of straws and I don’t 
have a heart>”. “It could be, but if you came with me, I would 
teach you how to care. I am sure you could learn in a few days”. 
Scorry agreed merrily, both of them heading, hand in hand, 
towards she great forest in the dangerous country no one ever got back 
from. 
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THE GLASS SCRAPE 


Running away, Snow White got lost in the forest. It was a 
pitch dark night, cold and scary, which seemed never ending. 
Creepy noises crawled into her ears like fat black warms, leaving 
humid traces on her pale neck. She wasn’t sure if she ran, hitting 
her head on the trees, feeling the rough rind between her teeth, or 
was lying down numb, dead, even. Was she sleeping or falling into 
a state in between dead and alive, in the realm of the undead and 
the unlived, floating too low, buried too high. Who could help 
her, her tongue was ripped off, or at least that’s what she thought, 
she could not scream or whisper. Her eyelids were heavy, as if the 
whole earth pushed on them, trying to keep them closed for a 
larger hunk of history. She tried to gather strength to think clearly, 
to calm her horrified mind. Terrible nightmares invaded her and 
she felt her body became a huge bleeding wound, red and fleshy. 

For a second, she thought somebody moved her somewhere 
else, “where are my dwarfs”, Snow White screamed, nobody heard 
her. The dwarfs grew up and became giants and she was so small 
now, like an insect, helpless, trapped inside. “I must find a prince, 
he needs me to kiss and save him, or maybe he must kiss me. 
What if I have to chase him away, hide from him or...2” Snow 
White was confused and dismayed, she did not know who she was 
anymore. “Maybe I am a man dreaming that I am a woman, a 
young, beautiful, innocent maid, sleeping angelically in a crystal 
palace, or within an ice castle in a far away land, where winter lasts 
till the end of time>”. If Snow White could cry, the teardrops 
would freeze instantly, pricking her skin with million needles. 

The giant dwarfs came to see her daily, leaning above the 
glass, getting too close, trying to open the see-through scrape, to 
chop her into little pieces, thrown away into the four corners of 
the world. If she could, she would take their eyes out and crush it 
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with her feet. The hate was unbearable, atrocious, inexorable, 
since the creation, never ceased and never will. It will continue as 
long as the planet moves, shaking and hitching its seas, oceans, 
mountains and deserts, Snow White knew it for sure. It was an 
invisible fuel, setting fires in its way, hurling itself over the world 
like a curse, like a curtain of unflinchingness, inspiring her to fight 
against those who took all from her and now it was high time to 
give it back. 

Snow White woke up, opened her eyes, seeing the blue sky 
high above her, pouring rivers of light over her. “It was a dream, 
but maybe I am dreaming now, dream in a dream, in a dream..., 
box in a box, in a box... Me inside myself, where somebody else 
is hidden, where the others try to hide, without asking permission. 
Unaccomplished ghosts fumbling in the dark”. Go away, don’t 
come back, run over the globe, look for the unfound, try to reach 
the sky, touch it with your hand, fall back, go under, rise up, 
bedevil and sit upside down. Snow White woke up again, she was 
in the forest, sleeping under a hollow tree. 

The monster was breathing close, menacing, yet unseen, 
covert and underhand, a charlatan of the future and of the past, 
collapsing into the chasm of uncertainty. “Why do you need so 
much, even if you throw it away, when the other one is deprived? 
Was there a day when you didn’t have anything to eat>”. Snow 
White thought about her dwarfs and the little pieces she tried to 
put in their plates, at least once a day. A speck of corn, half of a 
plum, a few cheese crumbles, three transparent rings of carrots, a 
few snowflakes of onion, a spoonful of mash potatoes, a handful 
of beans. Count every grain, measure every gram, pour milk drop 
by drop, take care not to waste. Are we ants, carrying infinitesimal 
particles on our humped backs, suddenly turned into rocks, 
breaking our bones. Crushed under the weight of our troubles and 
shortages, we are stuck, marking time, we ruminate about the 
disproportion between what we get and what we give, atoms for 
mountains of effort and devotion? 

She snatched the monster's heart, wringing it in her hand and 
the monster disappeared, never to come back again. She opened 
her eyes again, it was a wooden cottage, smelled like freshly baked 
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bread. Where is my Grammy, she asked, I need her or maybe not. 
She woke up again and she was a man, then a goat, a lamb, a bird, 
a flower. And then it was nothing, just the darkness, material, 
thick, stoned, impenetrable. Snow White opened her eyes again, 
she was at home with her dad, right before getting married with 
that woman. Or maybe she was a dragon, a monster, a witch, a 


dead man come back to life, a stepping, dancing demon, hopping 
across the Universe, clouding the sun. 
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